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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: This is 100% fiction. All made up. Not true. | own no one and nothing. 


In retrospect, he should've known something was wrong when she didn't show up at 606. Or when her cell went 
not to voicemail, but to an automated Verizon message: "This user was not available." But he figured she got 
held up with the girls, his beautiful daughters, whom he'd missed like crazy, as always. He figured that they 
were fussing around, refusing to get dressed, as children do, and she didn't have time to call him, or enough 


hands to pick up the phone. And weird messages from cell phone companies weren't anything new either, really. 


So as their tour bus pulled away, he didn't worry. He waved good bye to Chris and Nate, both enveloped in 
their respective women's arms; hugged Taylor, who was heading to an empty house, still too cold and bare 
since Elizabeth ran out on him, kids in tow. His heart ached as he watched Tay amble toward his car, that 
characteristic light slouch making the drummer look even more vulnerable. If he had been honest with himself 
then, he would've realized that it wasn't just sympathy gnawing at him as he watched Taylor fiddle with his 
keys. That in addition to hating the thought of Taylor being alone.. he hated the thought of being without 
Taylor. 


But as he stood squinting in the sunlight outside the warehouse that the Foos had years ago converted into 
their dream studio, all he could think about was how much he wanted to get home. Not to see her, since these 
days he never knew which Marina he was going to encounter - the beautiful, funny woman he married, or the 
angry, frustrated woman who seemed to love nothing more than to chew him out for hours for... well, for 
being the man she married, really. His girls - that's the reason why he wasn't thinking straight right now. 
Yesterday when he called to say good night, Elanor's voice shook as she told him she missed him, and he 
nearly lost it. Choking back his own tears, he promised that he'd see her tomorrow, by dinner time at the 
latest. Now it was after five and goddammit, he was going to keep his promise. 


He called a cab, then tried Marina's cell again Same Verizon message. Frustrated, he dialed the house number - 
a phone they never used anymore and kept only for emergencies. The voice that answered took him by 


surprise, her thick European accent unmistakable. 


"Hi, Esther? This is Dave. Is Marina there?" It was the pause on the other end of the line that first made him 


worry. 
"No, she not here." 

"Okay... Are the girls home?" 

"Yes, they here." Another pause. "You be home soon?” 
"Yes - I'm just waiting for a cab. Is everything okay?" 
"You need come home soon, David" 


A bright yellow Ford pulled into the parking lot, and Dave jumped inside. "Esther, hold on" He gave the driver 
his address and returned to the call. "Why? What happened?" 


Long pause. "You in cab now, right? So you be home soon?" 
"Yes, very soon, but you're making me nervous. Is everyone all right?" 


"Yes, they okay. Not sick" But not sick didn't mean all right, and she knew it. Frustrated, he said a quick good 
bye and hung up, realizing he wasn't going to get any more information out of her. The cab ride, luckily, was 
mercifully short - in a few minutes, they were pulling into his driveway. He paid the driver and half walked, 


half ran to the front door. Esther opened it for him before his hand reached the doorbell. He nodded to her 


and moved inside. 


The first thing he noticed was how quiet it was - no squealing, no pattering of feet.. The girls themselves 


were nowhere to be seen Esther again answered before he had a chance to ask 


"They in family room." Another pause. He was starting to really hate these pauses. "Elanor crying all day." 


Fuck. What the fuck happened here? He made no pretense at walking now; he ran, bolted down the stairs to the 
family room. The sight that greeted him broke his heart: His two girls were curled up on the couch, holding 
onto each other as if they had only each other to hold onto in this whole world. He ran to them, sank to his 


knees, wrapped his own arms around both of them. 


"Hey baby girls.. Hey... I's okay now.. Daddy's home.. It's okay.." He stroked Elanor's hair, Arwen's back. The 
three year old immediately turned toward him, wrapping her small arms around his neck But with her sister 


no longer in her arms, Elanor seemed to just curl further into herself. 


"El, sweetheart.. What is it? Are you angry, baby?" She shook her head no, but didn't look up. He tried stroking 
her cheek; she pulled away, hiding her face in her knees. "Talk to me, honey. Did | do something to make you 
sad?" 


A soft sob escaped her, breaking his heart into a million pieces. "No.. it's us.. we did." 


"Sweetheart, whatever it is, it doesn't matter. I'm just glad to see you... He noticed that with each word he 
said, she tightened her grip on her knees, and his stomach churned anxiously. "What happened, baby? | won't be 


mad, | promise." 
"There's... a letter.. on your bed" She whispered, so softly that he could barely make out the words. 


‘Okay. Do you want me to go read it now?" She nodded, shivering. "Okay, I'll be back in a few minutes, all right?" 
No reaction. He turned to Arwen, gently pulled her away. "Daddy'll be right back, okay baby? Can you keep your 


sister company?" 
Arwen nodded and let him go. As he left the room, he saw her snuggle under Elanor's arm again. 


More running, this time upstairs to the master bedroom. There, in the center of the bed, lay a white envelope. 
He picked it up, flipped it over. Unaddressed. He pulled out the sheet of paper inside, unfolded it. Small, tight 


handwriting. Marina's. 
"Dave, 


There is no easy way to say this, so I'll just come right out with it: I'm leaving. | tried, | really did. But | can't 
be the wife you need me to be. And | certainly wasn't meant to be a mother. For seven years, I've been trying 
to convince myself that | could, but | can't. | need to be on my own, | need to be free. | can't handle the 


responsibility, | can't keep sacrificing everything to keep them, and you, happy. | need to put myself first. 


| know | am letting you down, and | am sorry. May be if it was just the two of us, we could make it work. But 


we're not, and | can't do this anymore. 


| am not asking you to forgive me, or to understand. I've left divorce papers, including an affidavit that gives 
you full custody of the girls, in the top drawer of the dresser. Please send them to my lawyer once you've 
signed. 


Farewell, 


Marina" 


He read it once. Twice. Turned the paper over, unable to fathom that this - these three paragraphs - were it. 
On the third read, his eyes froze on one word: "Mother." 


The realization that his little girl had been the one to tell him to come up here cut through him like a knife. 
She'd read it. She'd read it, and she thought this was her fault, hers and her sister's. Throwing the letter 
aside, he bolted downstairs, running blindly until the sight of his two girls, still huddled on the couch stopped 
him in his tracks. For a moment, he stood there, hiding behind the half closed door, watching them through 
tears that, despite all his desire to stay strong, to hold it together for them, blinded him. What was he going 
to say to them? How the hell was he going to convince them that nothing in this world, nothing at all, 
mattered more to him than they did? 


Instinctively, his fingers reached for his phone, seeking out Taylor's name. "Marina left," he typed with one 
hand, pushing the door to the family room open with the other. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Same disclaimer as always-all made up, | own nothing at all. 


Thoughts? Suggestions? Would love your feedback! 


The door creaked as he entered and two pairs of eyes - one brown, one blue - looked up at him. He sank to 


the floor in front of them, wrapping one arm around Arwen, but keeping his eyes locked on Elanor's. 


"I am so, so sorry, El." He whispered, reaching out to her, his eyes filling again. At the sight of his tears, she 
flung herself into his arms, burying her face in the crook of his neck "I'm so sorry," he repeated, clutching 


her to him. 
"No, I'm sorry.. Im sorry we made her go away..." 
"El, sweetheart..." 


"We did, she said so. And I'm sorry | read the letter, | didn't know, | thought it was for us, | thought it was a 
note about why she wasn't there.." The words tumbled out of her mouth, mixed with soft sobs. He kissed the 


top of her head, then gently pushed her back, slipping a finger beneath her chin. Blue eyes met the brown, 
both glazed with tears. Dave took a deep breath. 


"Elanor Veronica Grohl," he said softly, loving, but firm. "Listen to me. | don't ever want you to apologize for 
what happened today, you hear me? You have nothing, nothing at all to be sorry for. Whatever happened, 
whatever caused it, was not your fault, understand?" His voice broke. "You.. are perfect. You and Arwen. You 
did nothing wrong." He glanced at his younger daughter, who had pulled away, and was staring at him now, too, 
fingers intertwined in his hair. 


Elanor curled her knees to her chest. "But she said." 


| know what she said, baby. And | don't know what made her say it. But | do know, for sure, without a doubt, 
that it had nothing to do with you." 


"Then why did she leave us?" 


Fuck. Don't cry, Dave. Don't fucking cry right now. "I don't know for sure, sweetheart. She hasn't been happy 
with me for a while - that probably had a lot to do with it. And sometimes, people get sick, they get this 
disease that makes them feel sad all the time. May be that happened to her, and she didn’t notice, and | didn't 


notice..." 


"After you left this time, she just sat in her room all day," Elanor volunteered softly. 
“That first day, when we flew out?" 
"No, every day" 


Unable to find any words to comfort them, he pulled both of his daughters back into his arms. "I'm sorry, 
baby girls. I'm so sorry | wasn't here, l'm so sorry about everything, everything that happened." 


For a few minutes, they sat in silence, clinging to each other. Arwen curled up against Dave's chest, tiny 
fingers playing with the pendant around his neck. Elanor grew quiet in his arms, but kept shifting every few 
seconds, unable to relax. Suddenly, she pulled closer, as if trying to burrow into his arms. 

"Daddy?" Her voice shook slightly. He tightened his arm around her. 

"Yea, sweetie?" 


"Are you going to leave us, too?" 


His heart constricted painfully, for a moment, he could barely draw breath. He swallowed hard, forcing his 


voice to stay even. 


"Never, baby girl. Never ever" He pulled back a bit so that he could see both of his daughters as he spoke. 
"You two are the greatest thing that has ever happened to me. And there is nothing, nothing more important 
to me than the two of you, you hear me?" Two heads nodded at him, and he pushed the tears back again, 
forcing a smile. "Like it or not, I'm here forever. Like, even when you want to play Barbies with your friends, 
I'm gonna be right there." Elanor's lips twitched, corners tugging upwards. "Or when you're older and want to go 
on dates with boys, I'm gonna be right there, too." Genuine smiles on both faces, Arwen copying her big sister 


as usual. "And when you go to college - I'll show up at your dorm ... and..." 
Laughing, Elanor wrapped her arms around his neck, planting a big, sloppy kiss on his cheek. 
"| love you, Daddy," she whispered in his ear, her curls tickling his face. 


"| love you, too, sweetheart” He turned to his younger daughter. "And | love you, Ms. Arwen Jordana. So, so 


much." 


The tiny, chocolate-eyed face lit up. "I love you, too, Dada He kissed her forehead, ruffling her hair. Elanor 


squirmed, moaning dramatically. 


"l'm staaaaarving...” 


"Me tooooo," Arwen chimed in. 


Dave stood up and scooped both of them into his arms. "Well | guess we'd better go upstairs then, and see 
what sort of feast Esther's cooked up." 


He carried them both out of the basement, toward the kitchen, and froze in the doorway. There, by the 
center isle, stood his golden-haired drummer, head bent slightly as he listened to Esther's thickly accented 
directions. 

Elanor, quicker to react than her father, wiggled out of Dave's arms. "Uncle T!" 

Taylor dropped the bag of whatever he was holding - pancake batter? really? - and knelt to pick her up. 
"Hey there gorgeous!" He smiled playfully. "Guess what we're making?" 

As she turned to examine the assortment of items on the marble counter, Taylor looked up at Dave. Hazel 
eyes met brown.. and for the first time since he'd called home from the scorching parking lot outside 606, 
Dave felt like he could breathe again. "Thank you," he mouthed, clutching Arwen to him. Tay nodded, smilingly 
gently, sadly. 


Elanor, in the meantime, had finished her inspection and come to a conclusion. "Pancakes?!" 


Taylor held Dave's gaze for another second before turning his attention back to the child in his arms. "Yeal 


Cool, right?" 
"Yeal" 


Esther turned around, a box of blueberries and a bag of chocolate chips in her hand. "And no just any 


pancakes!" 


Dave rubbed Arwen's back gently, urging her to look up. "Look, sweetheart. Look what Esther's putting in the 
pancakes." She pulled away a little, grinning. 


"Booberries! | want one!" 


Laughing, Dave let her go and she bolted for Esther's legs. The older woman dropped a couple of berried in her 
hand. "Now you two go get table ready and we cook, yes?" 


The girls went to get dinner plates, and Dave found himself standing next to Taylor. "Hey," he said softly, 


glancing at the drummer. 


"Hey man," Tay reached out and squeezed his shoulder. 


"Thanks." Dave looked away, afraid that he'd break down again if he looked into those eyes any longer. 
"Don't mention it. l'm here.. for however long you need me, okay?" 


Dave nodded, the sudden desire to lean into Taylor's arms so strong he had to grip the countertop to keep 
himself from doing just that. Tay squeezed his arm again and passed him the bowl of pancake batter. 


"How are you with a mixer, dude? ‘Cause I'm gonna destroy your kitchen if | try to do this." 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: This is all 100% fiction. Made up. Not true. | own nothing and no one. 


Esther left just before dinner. From her hesitant, halting account, Dave learned that Marina had asked her to 
stay at the house the previous night and then disappeared sometime before dawn. When the elderly woman 
awoke in the morning, Marina's car was gone. She found Arwen still asleep in her room, but Elanor was 
nowhere in sight. She checked the family room, the guest rooms, and eventually found her in the master 


bedroom, curled up on the bed with a letter in her hand, crying. 

‘| no read it," Esther said nervously clutching her purse. "I just take it from her and put it away." 

"Thank you," Dave said softly. He barely knew Esther - MArina had hired her to help out around the house 
while he was away, and they'd only met a couple of times. He wished there was something he could say to put 
her at ease. "Thank you for everything, for being here today, for taking care of them. | am so sorry you 
ended up... in the middle of all this." 

It not your fault, David." She spoke quietly, slowly, and looking into that wizened, kindly face Dave knew that 
she wasn't just responding to his apology. For what felt like the hundredth time that day, he found himself 


speechless. 


"Thank you," he whispered finally, gaze dropping to the floor. He paused. "May | call you if we need some help 
later this week?" 


"OF course. Whatever you need" 

"Thanks," he opened the door for her. She stopped for a second on her way out, and turned to him again 
"You be okay’ 

He nodded. "We'll try" 

"You will” 


He watched her start her car, an old, beat-up Corolla the color of fall. When she put it in gear, he turned and 
walked back to the kitchen, where Taylor was busy piling pancakes on Elanor and Arwen's plates. 


"Whoa, dude, that's a LOT of food! They can't eat that much!" 


"Really?" Taylor stared at the four-pancake stacks doubtfully. "Sorry man, I'm used to Sam, and he could scarf 


these down, and more, like that" He snapped his fingers inches from Dave's nose. 

"Yea, well, Sam's got the appetite of a fully grown hippopotamus. And | think | know who he got that from" 
"Hippopotamuses have big appetites?” Dave grinned. How typically Tay. 

"No idea. But | would give them," he nodded in the direction of the girls, "no more than two each, to start." 


"Okay, okay." Taylor shoveled a couple of the pancakes from each of the girls‘ plates onto his own. "Here, take 


these to them." 


The pancakes were delicious, and Tay's easy banter kept the girls thoroughly entertained, at times making them 
laugh so hard they had trouble keeping food in their mouths. Dave watched them quietly, an all too familiar 
sense of anxiety settling in. His mind, apparently deciding it didn't need his permission to go on a rampage, 
started making a list of all the phone calls he needed to make, all the engagements he had to cancel now that 
he was alone with the girls. A single father. His stomach churned nervously, and the pancakes he'd inhaled 
moments earlier suddenly felt like they'd taken on a life of their own in his intestines. He'd have it no other 
way ~- his blood ran cold at the very thought of Marina taking the girls with her, of a custody battle, of.. But 
as his brain tried to wrap itself around everything that would have to change, that had already been changed 
for him, he found himself struggling to breathe. 


He felt something tap against his foot and looked up to find Taylor watching him worriedly. 

"You okay?" Taylor mouthed the words, careful not to attract the girls‘ attention 

Dave forced a smile, nodded. Taylor wasn't buying it. His foot found Dave's again, and stayed close, applying just 
a bit of gentle pressure. Dave nudged back gratefully. Yea, he was playing footsie with his drummer now, 
apparently. So fucking what? 

Tiny fingers tugged on his shirt, and he looked down to find Arwen staring at him. "Hey there, munchkin" He 
lifted her onto his lap and she wrapped her arms around his neck, scrambling up so that her mouth was level 
with his ear. 

"Daddy, can we.." Deep breath. Pause. 

"Can you what, baby?" 

"Can we watch Dora?" 


He laughed, for real this time. "I don't see why not.. but why are you whispering?" 


She shrugged, giggling, and squirmed out of his arms. "Come on Ell" 


Elanor grabbed her hand, but didn't move. "Daddy, you too." 
"You want me to come watch Dora with you?" 


"Yeal Please?" The smile on her face couldn't hide the sadness in her voice. Heart aching again, he walked over 


to her and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. 

"There is nothing I'd rather do." He glanced at Taylor apologetically. "Are you up for some Dora, T?" 

"Sure, but why don't you guys go ahead and I'll clean up here, okay?" 

"You don't have to.." Taylor didn't let him finish the sentence, waiving all three of them out of the kitchen. 
They were half-way through the second episode when he reappeared, settling quietly to Elanor's left. By the 
time Dora's latest adventure wrapped up, Arwen had yawned multiple times, and despite both of the girls’ 


protests, Dave insisted that it was bedtime. 


He helped them wash up, and once they were both safely tucked into their beds, settled on a beanbag chair 


between them. 

"So, what are we reading tonight?" 
"George!" Arwen sat up excitedly. 
Dave's brow furrowed. "Wha?" 


"Curious George, Daddy." Elanor's big-sister voice made him smile. "She's Ob. Sessedl" She grabbed a bright 
yellow book off her night table and handed it to him. 


Curious George in the Big City it was. When he turned the last page, Arwen was fast asleep, and Elanor was 
clearly struggling to stay awake. He turned off the lamp and kissed Arwen's forehead, then knelt by his older 
girl's bed. Bright blue eyes shone from beneath her blanket, bright with the flickering glow of the nearby 
nightlight. Leaning in closer, he realized that her eyes had filled with tears again. 


"Hey, baby girl." He whispered softly, placing a hand on her back. "Shh... what can | do, sweetheart?" 


"Don't leave.." she whispered back, and he couldn't be sure whether she meant don't leave the room, right now 


- or don't leave us, ever. He touched his lips to her hair. 


‘lm right here. Ill stay till you fall asleep, okay?" She nodded, but a tear escaped and trickled onto her pillow. 
"And when you get up tomorrow morning, | want you to come wake me, all right?" She nodded again, took a 
couple steadying breaths. "We're going to have to get some groceries tomorrow.. Can't be eating pancakes all 


day, every day, right?" A hint of a smile on her face told him to keep going. "Are you going to help me figure 


out what to get?" Another nod. He smiled. "Sweet dreams now, okay baby?" 
"Sweet dreams." 


He sat next to her till her breaths grew steady and slow, trying unsuccessfully to force his own heartbeat to 
even out, too. Finally, when she rolled over to face the wall, he rose and inched his way to the door. Once 
outside, he leaned against it, suddenly so exhausted he could barely move. On the other end of the dim hallway, 
his now-empty bedroom awaited him, and he realized that he feared it, that he had no desire to go into that 
dark room, to that white piece of paper that had changed everything. He glanced at that door out of the 
corner of his eye. A thin strip of light poured out from beneath it. What the hell? He followed it, hands 


gripping the dark walls for support. 


Dave entered the bedroom to find Taylor sprawled across his bed, leafing through an issue of Time. Tay took 


one look at him and threw the magazine aside. In two quick steps he had crossed the room. 


"Hey, man," he said softly. Dave couldn't answer, but Taylor didn't need him to. Strong, lithe arms wrapped 


themselves around him, and Dave let himself collapse into their embrace. 


Chapter 4 
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The warmth of Tay's body against his melted away the last of Dave's defenses. As he rested his face against 
the drummer's shoulder, all of the sadness, all of the fear and rage he'd been keeping at bay for the last few 
hours crashed over him, flooding his body with pain so strong he barely bit back a scream. Shaking, he clung 
to Taylor like to a piece of driftwood in a merciless current, managing to inhale only when he felt those 


familiar arms tighten around him. 


"Disco?" Dave moved his head ever so slightly to show that he'd heard. "If you can.. let it go, bro.." Taylor 
paused awkwardly. "Let yourself cry..." 


As if on command, Dave's eyes filled with tears. "If | do, | might not be able to stop," he whispered, his voice 
breaking. Surprisingly soft lips touched the side of his head. 


"We've got all night." 


He felt himself being led toward the bed, being lowered onto it, Taylor's arms still wrapped tightly around him. 
And suddenly, he couldn't fight anymore. The tears rolled down his cheek, soaking his beard and Tay's shirt, 
salty and bitter, and fucking embarrassing, if he only had the strength to be embarrassed. Images from earlier 
that day flashed through his mind, each eliciting another painful sob: Elanor and Arwen curled up on the couch, 
holding onto each other, El's trembling voice as she asked whether he, too, would abandon them, Arwen hiding 
her face in his shoulder, too young to understand what was going on, but knowing too well that something was 


wrong... 


Taylor didn't try to comfort him, didn't whisper useless words like "it'll be okay" or "don't cry." He just held 
him close, stroking his back, his hair, periodically letting his cheek brush against Dave's tear-soaked skin. And 
though he knew that they were probably crossing some sort of line, that this probably wasn't okay, each time 
he felt Taylor's face against his, Dave found himself leaning into that touch... 


He didn't know how long he cried for. At first, the supply of tears had seemed endless, like some sort of 
saltwater spring inside him that had come unplugged and would now provide an inexhaustible supply. But after a 
while, their flow began to ebb, and breathing became easier.. Sensing the change in him, Taylor grabbed a 
bunch of tissues and placed them in his lap. 


"Thanks," Dave blew his nose, grateful for an excuse to look away. 


"Anytime," Taylor squeezed his arm. "Just returning the favor." 

Still hesitant, Dave looked up slowly and found those big hazel eyes watching him sadly. His mind flashed back 
to another night, only a year ago, when he and Tay had come back to the drummer's house after a day at the 
studio to find Elizabeth and the kids gone, and divorce papers on the kitchen table. "I'm sorry," he whispered, 
brushing away the last of the tears. 

Taylor shook his head. "Shhh... No apologies, okay?" Dave nodded. "Want to tell me what happened?" 


Slowly, haltingly, Dave started to recount what had happened from the moment they got dropped off at 606. 
When he got to the part where Elanor told him about the letter on his bed, Taylor's eyes widened. 


"Fuck..." 


"Yea.. So | ran up here, and found this." Dave handed him the letter. He watched Tay's face as the drummer 
took in Marina's neat script, mild features shifting from sadness to shock, to outright rage. 


"Bitch" Taylor spat, throwing the letter aside with disgust. Dave nodded. "And she just fucking left it here? Do 
you think she wanted the girls to find it?" 


"| doubt it" Dave paused. "| don't think she was thinking of them at all, actually." He swallowed bitterly. 
"Probably was just in a rush to get out of here, and forgot to address it" He looked down at his hands and 
found them balled into fists in his lap. How could she be so fucking careless? 

Taylor swore quietly at his side. "What'd you say to them?" 

Dave's eyes filled again. "Elanor kept saying she was sorry.. She's convinced it's all her fault." He paused to 
compose himself, and felt Tay's callused fingers wrap around his own. "I told her she had nothing to be sorry 
about.. That she's perfect, that they're both perfect." 

"Do you think she believed you?" 


Dave shook his head no. "She.. asked if | was going to leave them, too." His voice broke. Taylor moved closer, 
pulling the dark haired man back into his arms. 


"I'm so sorry, D." 
Dave took a few steadying breaths. "What am | gonna do, Tay?" 
"Shhh... You'll figure it out. You love those girls more than anything in the world. And they know it" 


| don't think they do. Or Elanor doesn't, anyway. She cried before going to sleep again.. asked me not to leave." 


"She's scared, D. The one person who is never supposed to walk out on you just left her." 
"Exactly." 


"She just needs some time, babe." Dave pulled closer. Babe? That was new.. Not unwelcome, just different. He 
couldn't focus on that right now though - not with his stomach churning like it was, his heart still racing 
faster than it had any right to.. He closed his eyes and forced himself to ask the question that had been 


plaguing him for hours. 
"What if I'm not enough, T?" 


Taylor pulled back, sliding a finger beneath Dave's chin and forcing those brown eyes to meet his. "Disco, listen 
to me. Carefully, okay?" Dave nodded. "If it were anyone else, anyone else at all, I'd say that's a real concern 
But | know you, all right? Those girls are going to get more love from you than most kids get from both of 
their parents." Dave stared at him, deep, warm gratitude flooding his veins like mulled wine, leaving him 
lightheaded, speechless. Mistaking his silence for doubt, Taylor rushed on. “And, fuck, God knows what they 
were getting from Marina anyway, especially recently. | know it fucking sucks right now, | know, but in the long 
run, they might be better off this way..” 

Dave thought this over. What had she been like with the girls in recent months? They hadn't spent time all 
together, the four of them, in ages - as soon as he would come home, she would vanish somewhere, leaving 
him with his daughters. Given how strained things had gotten between them, he was grateful for those 
disappearances. It never occurred to him that she was anything but a great mother while he was gone. And 


yet Elanor had said... 


"Fuck," he whispered, tugging at his hair. "How could I've been so fucking stupid? What the hell has been 
happening here while we were gone?" 


"Shhh, D, one thing at a time, okay? Whatever was happening isn't anymore. And won't again, ever, right?" Dave 
nodded, letting his hands fall back onto his lap, exhaustion seeping in again. "Focus on what happens now...” 


Dave's brain went into overdrive again. "I've got all this stuff | need to cancel. Shows with Tenacious D, and we 
were going to do some stuff with the Vultures, and." He felt Taylor's hands on his own again and squeezed 


back gratefully. 


"They'll understand," Taylor said gently. He paused. "I've been thinking about canceling my plans with the Coattai 
Riders, too." 


Dave looked up, startled. "Tay.. You don't have to do that" 


"| know. It's not because of." He made a big, circular motion with his arm. "This. l.. just want to. That last 


couple of weeks totally wore me out, and itd be good to spend more time with Sam and Bianca, too." 


Dave touched his shoulder. "Are you sure?" Taylor nodded and found himself getting drawn into a full-on bear 


hug. "You can stay here as long as you want, you know." 
"lm getting the kids day after tomorrow...” 
"So? Bring ‘em here." 


Tay pulled back a bit and glanced up at Dave, a lock of golden hair falling over his eye. "Sure? The girls won't 


mind?" 

"ll ask, but I'm pretty sure they'll be psyched, actually." 

"That'd be great," Tay said softly, brushing the hair away from his face. 

For reasons he couldn't, or may be just wouldn't, explain - not even to himself - Dave felt as if a huge weight 


had been lifted off his shoulders. He'd have Tay nearby, at least for a while. And somehow, everything seemed 


easier when Taylor was there.. 
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Despite Taylor's best efforts to stifle his yawns, one finally broke free, and just as Tay knew he would, Dave 
immediately glanced at the clock. 12:40. 


"Fuck, it's late." 
Taylor nodded. "It's okay though. We can keep talking if you want." 


"Nah, I've kept you up long enough." Tay waved him away dismissively. "And the girls will probably be up at the 


crack of dawn tomorrow... 


That, he had to admit, was true, at least if his own kids were any indication. Dave got up to straighten the 
bed, and Taylor rose with him, unsure of what he was supposed to do now. He watched Dave stuff Marina's 
letter into his dresser drawer, next to a manila envelope that, he supposed, held the divorce papers, and felt 
his heart constrict as the singer froze for a moment, his head bowed low, a curtain of dark hair covering his 


eyes. Taylor clenched his fists. How could she do this to him? Didn't she know how fucking lucky she was? 


He walked up to Dave and gently draped an arm around his shoulders. "C'me on bro.. Go wash up, okay?" Dave 
turned and, shutting the drawer with his right hand, leaned into him. Taylor pulled him close. "C'me on babe... 
You've got to get some sleep." There it was again, that word. It had slipped out earlier that night, sending him 
into momentary panic. But Dave hadn't flinched then, hadn't pulled away -and now he was drawing even closer, 
hiding his face in the crook of Taylor's neck. Tay let himself nuzzle the dark hair, inhaling the familiar mixture 
of shampoo and coffee with just a hint of musk, a scent so unmistakably Dave's, uniquely warm, and spicy, and 


safe. 
Dave pulled away, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand. "Sorry." 
Taylor smiled gently. "No apologies, remember?" 

Dave nodded. "Where do you want to sleep, dude?" 


Any other night, Taylor would've had a comeback at the ready: "Where would you like me to sleep?" "Any 
where you want me, baby." "Right next to your pretty face." 


Tonight though, all that didn't feel quite right. "There's a guestroom next door, yea? | can stay there." He 
looked up at Dave and saw that he had dropped his gaze again, the tip of his foot pawing nervously at the 
floor. Taylor mentally kicked himself. "Or what if | sleep here? You've got some camping mats lying around, 


right?" 


Dave glanced at him hesitantly, clearly embarrassed. "You don't have to sleep on the floor.." He said softly. 


"The bed's huge." 


Taylor's breath caught in his throat. He looked at Dave earnestly. "You know I'd be all for that, bro. But | have 
a feeling you're gonna get some little visitors tonight.. and | don't know if." He let his voice trail off, knowing 
Dave understood. The singer nodded. 


"Why don't you take the guestroom then. | feel bad having you sleep on the floor...” 
Taylor shook his head. He'd take the floor over the guestroom any day. "I don't mind,dude. Good for the back, 


anyway." 


Dave quirked an eye brow at him. "You sure? You don't even have any fat on your bones to fuckin' cushion 


your ass." 
Taylor punched his arm, grinning. "Shut it, fucker. Where's your camping gear?" 


"Down in the basement. I'll get it - go wash up." Dave headed for the door. "There's toothbrushes and towels 
and stuff in the closet, if you need anything." 


Taylor walked into the bathroom... and nearly walked out again. The small, cream-colored space - one he 
realized he'd never been in before - smelled as if someone had spilled vanilla extract all over the floor, leaving 
a cloud of sweetness so thick he could barely breath. He looked around, wincing. This place had Marina written 
all over it, from the purple embroidered towels (MDG and DEG - how fucking perfect), to the baby soaps on 


the sink to candles, everywhere, candles, all white, all, probably, vanilla-scented. 


Fuck. They'd have to clear this place out, pronto. May beeven re-paint, if Dave was up for it. Taylor stuffed 
the offending towels into a nearby hamper, then combed through the closet, finally locating two unmarked navy 


blue replacements, and a toothbrush. 


When he emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later, grateful for the whiff of fresh air, Dave still 
hadn't returned. He was about to plop back down on the bed when he noticed a light scraping sound coming 
from the bedroom door. The site that greeted him when he opened it made him laugh out loud: A mass of 
blankets and camping mats floated where Dave's face and torso should've been, two converse-clad legs sticking 


out from beneath. 


"A little help may be?" Dave's muffled, clearly annoyed voice made Tay laugh even harder. He reached out and 


grabbed one of the mats and blankets, revealing the singer's face. Dave shook his head. "Glad you're amused." 


‘lam. You provide top-notch entertainment." Taylor grinned wider when he saw Dave smile. 

They dumped the camping gear on the floor and proceeded to assemble a sort of sleeping corner for Tay 
behind the king-sized bed. Despite Taylor's protests, Dave insisted on layering about five blankets on top of the 
camping mat, building a sort of low, but quite soft mattress. Finally satisfied, the singer went to wash up, and 
Tay burrowed his way into the blankets. Not half bad - much better, in fact, than his cold, far too big bed at 
his own house. He could definitely get used to this.. 


Dave returned a few minutes later and climbed into the bed, shutting off the lights and scooting toward 
Taylor's side. 


"How are you doing down there?" 

This time Tay couldn't help himself. "Great. Would be even better if you were in here with me though: 

Dave grinned and reached over to ruffle his hair. "That's awfully tempting.” 

Suddenly, Tay's heart was beating far too fast. He reached out to squeeze Dave's shoulder, to give it one of 
those reassuring, brotherly pats they shared often Instead, he found Dave's fingers laced tightly around his, 


as deep brown eyes gazed into his in a way he'd barely allowed himself to dream of. 


"You know it means the fuckin! world to me to have you here, right?" Dave whispered, eyes shining a little too 


brightly in the bit of moonight seeping through the curtains. Taylor squeezed his hand and nodded, 
"There's nowhere else | should be." He said softly. Dave squeezed back 
"Sweet dreams, I." 


"Night, Disco." 
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Tay had, of course, been right. Sometime after 4, Dave awoke to the soft squeak of the door. Peeking through 
the folds of his comforter, he saw two small shapes wiggle their way into the room and shuffle toward the 
bed. He shut his eyes, deciding, for the moment, to pretend he was asleep. They froze somewhere near his 
head, and he could almost hear them watching him, trying to make absolutely, positively sure that he was in 
there. He was about to look up when he heard Elanor‘s whisper, "Okay, we can go back to bed now." 

Their shadows moved away, and soon the door closed again with a soft click Dave sighed Which one of them 
had woken up first? Was it Arwen, awakened by a nightmare? Or El, already a light sleeper like him, unable to 
rest because she was so worried she'd find his bed empty in the morning? He was certain that it was Elanor's 
idea to check up on him, anyway. How would he win her trust again? 

"D?" Taylor's head popped up from behind the bed, long blond locks covering half of his face. 

Dave rolled over. "Hey.. Sorry, did they wake you?" 

"IFs okay. You all right?" 


Dave stared at him in wonderment. How did he always know? He tried to smile. It came out as more of 


grimace. "You know me. Just worried about them, that's all” 
"I know, man." Taylor climbed up, perching on the edge of the bed. "They're going to need some time." 


Dave nodded. "Yea. | keep thinking about when my dad left.. | didn't want to leave the house for like two weeks. 


Lis and |, both. We just wanted to be near our mom. 

| bet. And your dad didn't just disappear, right?" 

"No. He left." Dave searched for the right word. "Properly? Is there a proper way to fuckin’ leave your kids?" 
"There're certainly improper ways." 


Dave pondered this. "True." He looked up at Taylor gratefully. "Should we try to sleep for a couple more 
hours?" 


Tay yawned. "That's probably a good idea" He took Dave's hand into his for a moment and squeezed, then 


slipped off the mattress back into his nest. 


Dave hugged his pillow close, trying to forget the gentle shockwaves that traveled through his body each time 
Taylor's fingers brushed his. Trying to forget, but wanting to remember, wanting to suspend himself in those 
moments, to undulate there indefinitely. He closed his eyes, sure that he'd gotten all the sleep he could out of 
this night. 
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He was wandering through a hallway covered in picture frames of all shapes and sizes. There were bright red 
round ones and deep blue squares, oak rectangles and multiple shapes collaged into a single mess. A gentle glow 
emanated from them, and he could feel a comforting warmth coming his way from each and every one. But 


every time he got close enough to see the photographs inside, he found the frames them empty.. 

"Daddy." Suddenly, two small hands were shaking his arm, and the hallway disappeared. "Daddy, wake up, c'me 
onl" He rolled onto his back and found two huge blue eyes staring at him intently. The eyes smiled. He assumed 
the mouth did as well. "Good morning!" 


‘Mornin’ sunshine. Did you sleep good?" 


Elanor shrugged. "Okay, | guess. C'me on, get up. We all brushed our teeth already, and uncle T is making 
breakfast." 


Dave's eyes darted to Taylor's side of the bed. He was up already? "Uncle T is cooking? You'd better go help 


him El, or we'll have no house left." She ran off, laughing. 


When Dave came downstairs, he found a stack of pancakes and a steaming cup of coffee by his chair in the 


kitchen. Three pairs of eyes stared up at him from around the table. 

"Wow, look at all this.." he said, kissing the tops of the girls’ heads. Arwen reached up and wrapped her arms 
around his neck. He lifted her up and she gladly settled on his lap. "You guys gotta be careful - | could get 
used to this." Elanor grinned, digging into her pancake stack. Dave sought out Taylor's gaze. His stomach 


fluttered slightly at the drummer's shy smile. 


After breakfast, the girls ran upstairs to play: Elanor pointed out, quite fairly, Dave had to admit, that since 
they'd done all the work to get breakfast ready, it was only fair if he cleaned up. Tay stuck around to help. 


"She's gonna make one hell of a lawyer some day, that one," the drummer joked, running his fingers through 


his hair. 
"You're telling me. And one hell of a teenager first." 


"Ha, yea, probably. But then all teens are kind of hellish, right? | don't even want to think about what Sam's 


gonna be like." 
Dave grinned. "Thanks for taking care of them this morning.’ 


"No prob. | walked out to use the bathroom and bumped into them in the hallway. Figured I'd just entertain 
them for a bit" 


"Appreciate it. | didn't think | had a chance in hell of going back to sleep, but apparently this old body thought 


otherwise." 


Tay smiled, and Dave again found himself fighting the urge to pull the drummer into his arms. What the hell 


was going on with him? 

"What's your plan for today, Disco?" 

Dave glanced up, startled. "Umm, | told El I'd take them grocery shopping. And then figured we could hang out 
by the pool for a while or something. At some point, I've got to call Josh and let him know the Vultures stuff 
has to go on hold for a bit. How ‘bout you?" 

"Well, if you're serious about letting me stay here, | should probably go home and get some more clothes.” 
‘Im totally serious." Brown eyes found hazel again "Unless you don't want to...” 

Taylor suddenly found his sneakers very interesting. "No, | do." He looked up, grinning. “It's a nice house." 

Dave squinted at him. "Ass." 


"Yup. A hot one." Tay nodded at him cheekily. 


Not really thinking twice about what he was doing, Dave reached out and slapped his behind. The shock on 
Taylor's face made his stomach drop a thousand feet. Fuck. 


"Hey, you asked for itl" He tried to laugh it off, but he knew Taylor would see the panic in his eyes. 
Tay shook his head, laughing. "Bastard." 


‘lm gonna go and uh.. tell the girls I'm ready to take ‘em shopping, okay? Want to go to go get your stuff 
while we get food?" 


"Sure. Get some stuff we can barbeque, okay?" 


"You bet" Dave paused, his back turned toward the drummer. He wanted to say something else, but the words 


wouldn't come. I'm sorry? What the fuck's happening to us? Is your stomach doing fucking somersaults every 


time | am near? Because, fuck, mine's decided to become an Olympic gymnast.. 
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Dave decided to avoid the nearby Whole Foods and head for the small organic market some ten minutes away, 
figuring that if he got recognized there, at least they'd be less likely to get mobbed. The moment he started 
driving, Elanor began listing the items they needed to get. He listened to her, amazed at the way his six year 
old was already starting to assert herself as the woman of the house. Or had she been like this for a while? 
"Vegetables, fruit, watermelon, ice cream, chicken, pasta.." 

"Cocoa Puffs," Arwen chimed in. 

Dave laughed, glancing at them in the rearview mirror. "Hmm, not sure if they have those at this place, baby 
girl. We'll find something chocolaty for you though, okay?" A nod from the backseat. "How about some hot dogs 
and burgers?" 

Elanor screwed up her face in a frown. "Not for me. Unless they're made from turkey.” 

He glanced in the mirror again, startled. "Seriously? You don't eat beef anymore?" 

It's not beef, daddy. It's cow. And cows are too cute to eat." 

He considered questioning this, but decided against it. Shit. What if she decided to go vegetarian on him? He 
wasn't sure he'd be able to argue his little lawyer out of it. He made a mental note to talk to Nate about how 
to make sure she got enough protein. In the meantime though.."Okay, we'll get some turkey burgers for you 


then" 
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To Dave's relief, the store was empty, save for an elderly couple arguing, it seemed, about what kinds of 
potatoes to get. They walked through the isles, Arwen tucked safely into the front of the shopping cart, El 
gripping the handlebar with one hand. Soon, the cart was nearly full, a massive watermelon resting on top. 
"Daddy?" Arwen pulled on his fingers. 


"Yes baby?" 


"Cocoa Puffs!" 


Elanor rolled her eyes. “Esther always took us to the big food store, and they had them there. It's the only 


cereal she likes." 

So, that's who did the grocery shopping while he was away. “The big store?" 

"By the movie theater." 

"Hmm, okay, well, let's see if they have something similar here" He maneuvered them into the cereal isle. 
Granola, raisin bran, more granola.. Damn. His eyes landed on a yellow package of something called Chocolate 
Blastems. A-ha! He pulled it off the shelf and handed it to Harper. "How ‘bout these?" 


She inspected the box carefully. "There's no birdie!" 


Birdie? What birdie? Oh yea, there was some sort of bird on the Cocoa Puffs box, right? "That's just because 


a different company makes it. It's the same cereal." He could see her lower lip starting to tremble dangerously. 
"What if we get a picture of the birdie and put it on the box?" Elanor chimed in, tapping her sister's arm. 
"Same one?" Arwen asked softly. 

Dave nodded, again glancing at his older daughter in amazement. "Yea, same one." 

Arwen smiled, throwing the box playfully behind her. "Okay." 

IIE 

On the way home, Dave remembered he needed to ask the girls something before they got back to the house. 


"Hey, so uncle T is picking up Sam and Bia tomorrow, and | was thinking itd be fun if they stayed with us, too. 
That cool?" He could feel his pulse speed up - what if they said no? 


"Yeal" Elanor called out excitedly from behind him, and he exhaled in relief. "Arwen, you want to see Bia, right?" 
They had stopped at a traffic light, so he glanced behind him. Arwen was playing with her stuffed rabbit. Dave 
smiled Taylor had given hit to her on her first birthday, and they'd been inseparable every since. She looked 
up and nodded at Elanor, then turned her chocolate eyes to Dave. 


"Can uncle T live with us from now on, Daddy?" 


The light turned green and Dave switched his gaze back to the road, grateful that the girls wouldn't see 


mixture of emotions on his face. "Well, he's going to stay for a little while at least.. Then we'll see, okay?" 


"Okay" She giggled. "He's fuuuuumy." 

He forced himself to chuckle, ignoring his stomach's latest acrobatics. "Yea, he is, isn't he?" 

They pulled into the driveway behind Taylor's FJ Cruiser. A moment later, a freshly showered Tay ran out to 
meet them and Dave's breath caught in his throat. Clad in his signature yellow shirt, sleeves unceremoniously 
ripped away, the drummer just.. shined. The sun reflected off every part of him - the dirty blond hair, 
uncombed and wet, his eyes, whose usual hazel now gleamed with specks of gold, even his very skin, 
thoroughly soaked in California rays. Dave shook his head and stepped out of the car, face flushing briefly at 
the memory of how they'd parted. Taylor grabbed the door for him. 

"Hey! | used the spare key to get in, hope you don't mind" 

‘Of course not," Dave reached in to pop open the trunk. Taylor opened the back door, lifting Arwen out of her 
car seat. She promptly wrapped her legs around his waist - a clear signal she wanted to be carried. He put one 


arm around her, then held out his other hand for a couple of grocery bags. Dave eyed him warily. "You sure?" 


"Hey, | may be scrawny, but I'm not that weak," Tay grabbed the bags and headed for the house. Dave turned 


back to the car and found Elanor gazing up at him. 


"I can carry stuff, too." She held her hand out in a motion that mimicked Taylor's. Dave handed her a couple of 


light bags. 
"Can you grab these for me?" 
He watched her walk away, brushing away the sweat that had suddenly gathered at his brow. Damn it, Taylor... 


When he'd finally collected himself - and the rest of the bags - he found Tay already in the kitchen, putting 
the vegetables in the fridge. 


"Dude, turkey burgers? What the fuck?" 


"Sorry man, apparently Ela decided that cows are, and | quote, ‘too cute to eat!" Dave looked around. "Where'd 


they go?" 
"To change so they can go in the pool. So, its only okay to eat ugly things, is that it?" 

"Yea, | know. | thought about getting into it with her and decided we've got bigger problems right now" 

Taylor sighed, nodding. "You got barbeque sauce?" Dave reached into the nearest bag and handed him a bottle. 
"Cool. | can work with this." He paused. "Hey, so | called Drew. He said he's got a ton of stuff going on right now, 


too, so we decided to cancel the studio time. Just have a couple of shows in LA that we're gonna play the 


week after next." 


Dave glanced up. Taylor had his back turned to him, trying to drown the turkey patties in barbeque sauce. 
Through the thin of his t-shirt, Dave could easily see the curve of his spine, vertebrae pushing through the 
slender, toned back. It wasn't the attraction he felt for Tay that scared him - he'd been attracted to tons of 
people he couldn't have before; that he could manage just fine. But moments like these - when the longing to 
be close, to feel the drummer's warmth, overwhelmed him, when he knew that this lanky, slightly awkward 
creature who could make him laugh when nothing else could, was quickly becoming his very definition of home 


- shook him to his core. 
"D?" Taylor's voice snapped him out of his reverie. 


"Yea, sorry," he searched his brain for an explanation. "I think my brain is still asleep. That's great though, as 
long as you're really okay with it.” 


Tay nodded, still eying him curiously. Dave avoided his gaze. "I am.. Hey, why don't you go lie down for a bit if 
you're still tired?" 


"Nah, ve got to take the girls out to the pool. Water should help, anyway. Want to come out?" 

"Ill be out there to cook this stuff in a few. Im fuckin’ starving” 

Dave grinned. "Why am | not surprised?" 

He headed upstairs to change, the pitter-patter of little feet in the hallway telling him he was about to get 


dragged into the water whether he was ready or not. Taylor's eyes followed his receding back till it 
disappeared behind the staircase wall. 
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Around nine that night, Dave finally sat down to call Josh. He'd been meaning to all afternoon, but something 
always got in the way - or, to be honest, he had been able to find one thing after another that would justify 
putting this phone call off. Now the girls were asleep - no tears this time - and Taylor had retreated to the 
basement studio to demo a couple of guitar tracks for Coattails songs. The bedroom felt eerily empty without 
him. Dave sighed, scrolling through his phone for Josh's number. 

Josh picked up after the first ring. "DG! How are you, my friend?" 

"Hey, man. I'm all right. How are you doing?" 


A pause on the other end of the line. "Dave, what's wrong?" 


Dave chuckled. "Ya know, people keep telling me | should try acting, and | keep saying l'd suck at it. Guess you 
just proved me right." 


"You know you don't need to act with me, man. I've known you for what? Ten fucking years? Twelve?" 
Dave took a deep breath, fingers drumming nervously on his thigh. "Marina left me." 
He heard Josh's sharp inhale. "Fuck, man, I'm so sorry. Shit. What... happened?" 


"lm not sure. Things hadn't been.. good with us for a while. And when | came home this time, she was gone - 


left a letter saying she didn't want to do be a mother after all and had to do this for herself.” 
"Fuck.. And she just left the girls?" 


Dave could feel a lump forming in his throat again. He didn't want to talk about this. "Yea. In a way, I'm grateful 
- at least | don't have to fight her for custody...” 


"Very true. I'm guessing this means you're going to be a full-time dad for a while, right?" 
"Yea, man. l'm sorry, but | don't think | can get away any time soon" 


"No worries, buddy. You do what you've gotta do. We can always come back to this later." 


"Thanks, man." 

"Is there anything | can do for you? Are you by yourself over there with the girls?" 

"Thanks, Josh. | think we're okay - Taylor's here helping out" 

"All right, good. Well, hang in there, man. And call if you need anything, okay? I'm just down the road 

“Thanks, man, | appreciate it" Dave hung up and stared at his phone. It was weird - he had known that his 
marriage was over from the moment he picked up her letter. But until now, that fact has been his to know - 
his, and the girls' and Taylor's. They'd become co-conspirators, the four of them, keepers of this secret. Telling 
Josh felt like opening Pandora's box, unleashing the chaos of change inside. Making this whole thing fuckin’ real. 
He sighed again, glancing at the drawer with the divorce papers - piles of paper he hadn't been able to make 
himself look at just yet. But those papers also held a guarantee that he could keep his girls near him, and 
nothing was more important than that. Which meant that he had to look at them, and sign them, do whatever 
the fuck else he had to do to make sure she'd never be able to change her mind. He grabbed his phone again. 
It rang a few times before a familiar, gruff voice picked up. 


"Dave! What's wrong? You're not in jail, are you?" 


Dave smiled, in spite of himself. A lawyer who could make you laugh. Was that a good sign? Well, the guy 
hadn't let them down in over I5 years, anyway.. 


"Hey Ted. Nah, | think we're pretty safely past the phase when you had to worry about those calls. 
"And for that | am grateful So what can | do for you buddy?" 

"| was wondering if you could meet with me tomorrow. Got some stuff | want you took look at" 
"Surel Want me to stop by or would you rather come to the office?" 

He didn't want to leave the girls. Not even for an hour. "Could you swing by?" 

"You bet. IO am. okay?" 

"Yes, fine" 

"All righty. Want to give me a hint of what this is about?" 


Dave hesitated. Why the fuck was it so hard to say it out loud? "Divorce papers." 


"Whoa Whose?" 
"Mine. Well, Marina's. She left them." 
"Shit man, I'm so sorry.” 


"Thanks. There's.. Supposedly she left something in there that gives me custody of the girls. | want to get all 
this filed ASAP, you know?" 


He could see Ted nodding on the other side of the line. "Of course, that's exactly right. We'll get it all taken 


care of tomorrow." 

"Thanks, man. Sorry for the late call” 

"Anytime, boss. Hey, are you.. You holding up okay?" 

He was going to be answering that question a lot, wasn't he. "Yea, I'm all right. One day at a time." 
"That's the spirit. I'll see you tomorrow, all right?" 


Dave dropped the phone on the bed and walked over to the dresser. The manila envelope stared back at him, 
as rectangular and yellow as ever. He pulled it out, heart rate speeding up unpleasantly and dumped the pile of 
papers onto the bed. Second fucking time. Granted, he was in a very different place in his life now; he was 


stronger; he had his shit together. But fuck 


He stared at Marina's signature at the bottom of the petition for divorce. The remainder of the form had 
been filled out on a computer - how appropriately inhuman. His eyes skimmed the page, finding the rows with 
his daughters’ names. And the checkboxes nearby where Marina asked that the respondent - he - get 
custody. He traced the letters with the tip of his fingers, the familiar tingling in his nose telling him that tears 
weren't far behind. Swallowing, he gathered the pieces of paper and tucked the envelope back into the dresser 


drawer. 


Where was Taylor? Could he possibly still be in the studio? Dave headed downstairs. He'd just reached the 
kitchen when he heard a soft, familiar melody - fingers strumming an acoustic guitar - from somewhere 


nearby. He followed the notes, recognizing the song, letting the sounds envelop him like a warm blanket. 


Taylor sat on the couch living room couch, his body wrapped around an acoustic guitar. Dave couldn't see his 
fingers, could barely see the guitar, to be honest, but he could imagine exactly what they were doing, which 


string they were touching, and just how softly. Sll 


He circled the couch, finding a spot on Tay's left. The drummer glanced up, startled. The guitar fell silent. 
Taylor smiled, one of those sloppy grins that seemed to travel straight to Dave's nether regions. 


"I know it's totally morbid, but it's still one of my favorite songs," he said softly. 
Dave grinned. “Well, it doesn't have to be morbid.. It can be whatever you want it to, really” 

Taylor nodded. "Did ya talk to Josh?" 

"Yep. Called him, and then Ted 

"Lawyer Ted?" 

"The one an only, yep. He's going to stop by tomorrow so we can get all that fuckin’ paperwork filed" 
Tay reached out, placing a hand on Dave's knee. "You okay?" 


Dave tried to smile, but he didn't have to see his reflection to know it was a pretty sad attempt. "Yea. Or | will 
be, anyway." He paused, his gaze dropping to the floor. "Especially if you're here." 


He felt Taylor's fingers squeeze his kneecap gently. "I'm here." 


Dave looked up. Deep, hazel eyes met his. The dim glow of the nearby lamp made Tay’s lips look even softer 
than usual. td be so easy to lean over right now, to touch those lips to his. Taylor would probably even let 
him, if only out of sympathy. Dave leaned back against the couch, closing his eyes. What the fuck was he 

doing? Was he really going to risk fucking up the best relationship he'd ever had? He flung an arm over his 


eyes, not wanting Taylor to see the emotions on his face. 
"Can you play something, T?" He couldn't stand the silence. 


Taylor let go of his leg. Dave heard the unmistakable sounds of a guitar being moved, and then Tay was at it 


again, callused fingers and steel strings making magic in their union 
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They spent that night the same way as the last - Taylor tucked into his nest of blankets by Dave's bed. 
Pretty certain that his nighttime visitors would not return, Dave pushed his pillow all the way to Tay's side, 


away from the door. 

"Dude, if you fall on me, I'll kill you," Taylor hissed, but even in the dark, Dave could see that he was smiling. 
I'd squash you before you had the chance," he mumbled sleepily. 

"Nah, you wouldn't. You're in one of your scrawny phases right now." 

Dave laughed. "You're one to talk!" Taylor chuckled, reaching up to punch his shoulder. 

"Night, D." 

"Night." 

JOE IE I I I I I II II IK 

He could feel something touching his skin, brushing strands of hair away from his face. One of the girls, 
coming to check on him again? But no, those fingers were far too big to belong to a child. And far too callused 
Calluses. Drummer calluses. Oh fuck. Heart pounding, he struggled to keep his eyes closed. Gently, tenderly, the 
fingers moved away the final strand, their warmth ghosting over his cheek Then they disappeared. A few 


excruciating seconds of silence, then a soft shuffle of blankets below. Then nothing. 


Dave did not dare move, terrified to give away that he was awake. His intestines twisted and twirled, dancing 


the conga in elation and fear. 


He didn't fall asleep again for a long time. After a while, when Taylor's breathing finally evened out, he risked 
shifting onto his other side and opened his eyes. A thin strip of light seeped in from beneath the bedroom 
door, the distant glimmer of a hallway nightlight. He touched his own fingers to his face, his mind traveling 
back to those terrifying days when Taylor lay in a coma in London. He had sat by his side then for as long as 
the doctors would let him - the first visitor to enter the building and the last to leave - holding Tay's hand, 
fixing his blankets, talking to him, begging him to stick around. Gently brushing the hair away from his 


frighteningly pallid face. The moment when Taylor's fingers squeezed his was the happiest of his life. 


Sometime after sunrise, he finally drifted off into a restless, dreamless sleep. Less than two hours later 
though, small hands -definitely a child's this time - were shaking him awake. 


"Daddy." Arwen's voice. He smiled, opening his eyes. 
"Yes, baby girl?" 
"I'm hungry.” 


He sat up, glancing at the clock. 8 am. "Hungry? Are you the only one awake?" She nodded, climbing onto the 
bed next to him and wrapping her arms around his neck. He kissed the top of her head. "We'd better go make 
some breakfast then" He picked her up and swung his legs out from beneath the covers, careful to move as 
quietly as possible. He stopped in front of the girls‘ bathroom. "Have you brushed your teeth yet?" She shook 
her head no. "Okay, you go do that and I'll get you something to eat, all right?" Arwen smiled, clambering out of 


his arms. "You want to try your cereal?" 
"Yeal!" 


In the kitchen, he pulled down the yellow Blastems box with a freshly printed and glued picture of the Cocoa 
Puffs "birdie" Taylor could not stop laughing yesterday when he found Dave searching the internet for a viable 
photo of the damn thing. But he had sat down next to him; together, they quickly found a sufficiently large and 
clear image and printed it out. Dave did the cutting - why trust Tay with scissors when you didn't have to? - 
but it was Taylor who attached the bird to the box, with Arwen's help. 


He poured a cup-full of cereal into her small bowl and left it near her seat together with the box, turning his 
attention to the coffee machine. He may have cut back on caffeine since that crazy hospital scare a few years 
ago, but this was one vice he would never quit entirely. The aroma of coffee filled the room just as Arwen 
came downstairs. 

They sat down at the kitchen table together, father and daughter. Arwen dug into her cereal, Dave sipped his 
coffee, savoring the quiet morning. 

"How's your cereal, honey?" 

"Yuuuuummmy. Just like Cocoa Puffs." 

He laughed. "Good. Hey, what do you want to do with Sam and Bianca today?" 


Her eyes lit up. "Can we go to the zoo?" 


"Huh, that's an idea. May be. Anything else?" 


"We can play in the pool. Or build a fort" 
"Yea, we could do that, too." He finished his coffee. "What do you think your sister'll want for breakfast?" 
"She likes smoothies a lot." 


This was true. "Want to help me make one?" 


"Okay." 


Together, they assembled all the ingredients - a banana, some frozen berries, orange juice, and a small cup of 
vanilla yogurt. Dave set up the blender and Arwen put all of the fruit inside. After sealing the lid, he nodded 
and she pushed the start button, bringing the machine to life, her face lighting up in a smile. 


By the time Elanor and Taylor made it downstairs, they not only had a big glass of smoothie ready, but a 
massive omelet and toast, too. Dave squatted in front of Arwen. "You were such a good helper this morning! 
Thank you." 

She grinned at him, but immediately turned her attention to Elanor. "Look what Daddy and | made you!" 
Elanor wrapped her arms around her sister. "You made me a smoothie? You're the best sister ever!" 

Dave looked up at Taylor, grinning. The drummer flashed a smile, eyes pointing to the kids hugging in front of 


them, but quickly looked away, running his fingers nervously through bed-ruffled hair. Dave swallowed. He could 


still feel the warmth of Tay's fingers on his skin 


Chapter I0 
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Taylor had to wait until noon to pick up his kids, so he offered to take the girls outside when Ted's car 
appeared in the driveway. Dave nodded gratefully, fingers tugging at his hair - old nervous habit. Tay noticed 
and joined him by the window. 

It Il be okay, D," he offered softly. 

Dave didn't bother forcing a smile - he wouldn't fool Taylor anyway. "Thanks." 

A warm, familiar hand grasped his shoulder. "We'll be by the pool. Come out when you're done, all right?" 
Dave watched his retreating back longingly. Stay. Please? 

The whole process, in fact, turned out to be surprisingly easy. Ted, in typical Ted fashion, dumped all of the 
documents on the couch in Dave's office, then proceeded to methodically examine each one, squinting at the 
lines through his thick black-rimmed glasses. Dave watched him anxiously, fingers keeping a non-stop beat on 


the couch cushions. After what felt like an hour of "uhums' and "ahas," Ted finally looked up. 


"Looks like everything's in order, buddy. She's not asking for anything, except ending the marriage. She wants 
you to have custody, and she doesn't want the house, either." 


Dave stared at him incredulously. "She doesn't want anything? How is that possible?" The pity in Ted's gaze 


made him cringe. "What?" 

"Do you remember what the two of you agreed to before you got married?" 

Dave thought back. Oh fuck! How could he have forgotten? "The trust" Her lawyers had asked for it as part of 
their prenup - a guaranteed safety net for her if things fell apart. At the time, he had been sure that was 


not her idea. Now he wasn't so certain. 


Ted nodded. "Yep. You've been transferring more and more money in there each year, like the two of you had 


agreed. So she's certainly not walking away with nothing." 


"How much is in there now?" 


‘Its up to ten million, | believe." 


Ten million dollars. Dave looked away. It wasn't a small amount of money, by any means. But to be totally 
honest, she could have asked for a hell of a lot more if she had wanted to. Frankly, he would've offered to give 
her more, just to avoid a custody battle. He sighed. 


"So, what do | need to do now?" 


"Just sign this," Ted handed him the very document he had been staring at the day before. "And then this." A 
form accepting custody of the kids. Dave signed both quickly. 


“Anything else?" 


"No, that's it. I'll drive these over to the courthouse right now and get them filed. You'll get a letter from 
them confirming everything in a few weeks." Ted walked over to the small copy machine in the corner and 
made two copies of each docket. "One for you, one for me, and the original for the government of the state of 
California." 


That's it. Nearly ten years of marriage, undone in just over ten minutes. Dave nodded, accepting Ted's 
handshake. "Thanks, man. | really appreciate this." 


"You're welcome, buddy. Take care of yourself, all right?" 


Dave walked the lawyer to the front door, then headed straight for the back yard. He found the girls and 
Taylor in the pool - Arwen and Elanor had both grabbed onto one end of a Styrofoam floatation bar, while Tay 
held the other, and was spinning them in circles as fast as he could. Dave watched them for a while from 


afar, listening to the girls’ laughter and playful squeals, unable to take his eyes off Taylor's smile. 


He kicked off his shoes and sat on the edge of the pool. Tay noticed him first and stopped spinning. The girls 


looked around, trying to figure out why they were no longer in motion. 


"Daddy!" Elanor let go of the bar and swam toward him; Arwen, never one to be left behind, followed. Dave 


glanced from them to Taylor, who eyed him questioningly, the wide grin replaced by a look of concern 
"Should be okay," Dave mouthed, lifting Arwen out of the water. 


Taylor smiled. "Told you," he mouthed back. He walked over to the edge of the pool, pulling himself up next to 


Dave. 
"I'm gonna go get the kids, okay?" 


"Of course. Thanks for looking after these two," Dave ruffled Elanor's soaking hair playfully. 


"Oh, | think they were looking after me more than the other way around, right ladies?" He stood up, and Dave 
quickly looked away, afraid of where his eyes were bound to go if he gave them the chance. Fuck wet board 
shorts. 


While Taylor was gone, Dave, with the girls' help, prepped one of the two guestrooms on the second floor for 
Sam and Bianca. Elanor and Arwen picked out the sheets-purple for Bianca and dark green for Sam - and helped 
pull them onto the mattresses, both pulling on one corner while Dave tucked in the rest. When the girls ran 
off to change, Dave cleaned up the other spare room, figuring that Taylor would need his own space while his 


kids were there. 


He heard Tay's truck pull in before he saw it and glanced outside. Before Elizabeth and Taylor split, Dave used 
to see their kids all the time - Elanor and Sam grew up playing side by side while he and Taylor fiddled around 
in the studio; in the summertime, the Grohls and the Hawkinses spent nearly every weekend together. Since the 
divorce though, these visits had become nearly non-existent - Taylor's time with his kids was already so 
limited that he tended to disappear for the few days a week that he had them. Dave tried to remember the 


last time he'd seen Sam and Bianca - five months ago? More? 


Dave found Elanor and Arwen by the living room windows, staring at the car outside. Together, they walked 
out to the driveway; the girls bolted straight for the FJ Cruiser, but he hung back. Something wasn't right. 
Why were they still sitting in the car? 


Taylor finally stepped out, but his expression confirmed Dave's fears. He opened one of the doors, and lifted 
out Bianca, who happily grabbed onto Elanor's extended hand. Taylor reached in again, this time pulling out Sam. 
Unlike his sister, the boy clung to Tay, arms and legs wrapped so tightly around him they'd need a crane to 
pull him away. Taylor patted the child's back, whispered something in his ear. Sam buried his head deeper in his 
dad's shoulder. 


Dave walked over slowly, not wanting to upset the boy any more. He caught Taylor's eye and his heart 


constricted at the pain and apology in the drummer's gaze. 

He smiled sympathetically. "Go ahead in, T. I'l grab the bags." 

"Thanks, man," Taylor gently ruffled Sam's hair. "C'me on buddy. You remember Uncle Dave's house, right?" 
Dave motioned for the girls to head inside, too, and popped open the back of the truck Inside, he found a duffel 
back with a picture of Dora and Diego and a child-sized suitcase with a drawing of a Harley Davidson Sam was 
into motorcycles? Good to know. 

Inside, the girls had arranged themselves on the living room floor, amidst a pile of toys, books and drawing 
supplies that seemed to have appeared out of nowhere. Arwen and Bianca had already started to pull out the 


crayons, but Elanor sat staring worriedly at Sam, who still held on to Taylor for dear life. 


Dave dropped the bags by the door and walked over to the girls. "Hey there munchkins.. Arwen, Elanor, why 


don't you guys take all this stuff and head down to the family room?" 
Elanor turned away from Sam and fixed her blue eyes on him. "But Daddy, we just brought everything up... 


"Yes, | see that, but you know you're not allowed to draw on the floor here." She looked away, clearly hurt. 
Shit, this was the part of being a parent that he absolutely hated. He held his hand out to her, keeping his 
voice gentle, but firm. "Cme on honey, I'll help you take all this downstairs, all right?" She stared at him 
reproachfully for a second, but took his fingers and got up. "Tay, I'm gonna take them to the family room, 
okay?" 


Taylor nodded. "Yea, man, that'd be great. Thanks." 


"You bet. Come on, munchkins!" He picked up a stack of books and a couple of toys in one hand and held his 
other one to Bia "Come, sweetheart, there's way more stuff to play with downstairs." Tiny fingers - even 


smaller than Arwen's - grabbed his and he found himself staring into a miniature version of Tay's eyes. 
"Do you have stuffed animals?" 

Elanor answered for him. "We have TONS of stuffed animals. Come on!" She ran ahead to open the basement 
door. As soon as Taylor and Sam were out of earshot though, she stopped and tugged at Dave's sleeve. He 


squatted next to her, letting Bianca and Arwen run ahead. "What's wrong with him, Daddy?" 


Dave hesitated. "Nothing, honey," he said, his voice a lot less certain than he wanted it to sound. "l think he 
might just need some time with Uncle T. He'll be all right" 


She nodded, clearly not convinced. "Okay." 

Dave made sure the girls were settled in, then went back upstairs to check on Taylor. He found him on the 
living room couch, with Sam curled up in his lap. He looked at Tay questioningly, wondering if he should come 
closer or just leave them alone. Taylor whispered something to Sam again. The boy shook his head no. Tay 
winced, leaning his cheek against the child's hair, clearly struggling to keep his emotions in check. Dave walked 


over to the couch and kneeled in font of them. 


"Hey Sam, | saw you've got a Harley on your suitcase. You like motorcycles?" 

The boy nodded, but didn't answer. 

"Guess what I've got in my garage?" Still no answer, but Sam turned his head a bit, clearly listening. Dave 
glanced up at Taylor. The drummer's eyes widened in surprise, a smile starting to tug at the corners of his 


mouth. Dave grinned. "Want to come see? | think you're gonna like it..." 


Another nod. Taylor patted the child's back gently. "Can you walk, little man? Or do you want a ride?" 


"Ride," a soft response, muffled by his dad's shirt - but a response none the less. 

"Smart man. Why do the work when you don't have to?" Taylor gave him the evil eye. Laughing, Dave led the 
way to the garage, turning on all the intercoms he passed so that they'd be able to hear the girls downstairs. 
Inside, he flipped the light switch, revealing three shining Harley specimens, the gems of his larger-than- 
reasonable collection. "Well, what do you think?" 

Sam pulled away from Taylor just enough to survey the room. Dave couldn't help laughing as his jaw dropped, 
and already big hazel eyes grew even wider. "Whoa!" A second later, he had squirmed out of Tay's arms and 
bolted for the nearest bike - a red and white beauty Dave had acquired just a few months ago. He circled the 
machine, admiring every curve. "Can | touch it?" 

"Of course. You can sit on it, too, if you want." 

"Yeal!" 

Dave glanced at Taylor. "That okay, dad?" 

Tay grinned, running his fingers through his hair, face flooded with relief. "You bet" 

Dave picked Sam up and put him on the seat. "How's that?" 

Sam's face lit up with a smile. "Awesome!" 

"Want to see the others?" As soon as his feet landed on the ground, the boy took off for the next bike. 

Dave watched Sam disappear behind his old black and grey bike - one of the first ones he'd bought - and 


nearly jumped when he felt Tay's hand on his shoulder. Taylor never took his eyes off his son as he let go of 
Dave's arm and interlaced his fingers with the singer's instead. 


Chapter Il 
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Dave sat on the living room couch, leafing mindlessly through the latest issue of American Drummer. The girls 
had fallen asleep the moment their heads touched their pillows tonight, and frankly, he felt like he could pass 
out right about now, too. He couldn't go to bed without making sure that Tay was all right though -- thus the 


sitting-on-the-couch-pretending-to-read routine. 


Taylor finally appeared, looking as thoroughly exhausted as Dave felt. He collapsed onto the couch with a 
massive sigh. "Asleep. Finally." 


Dave smiled. "You okay?" 

Taylor nodded, rubbing his eyes with his knuckles. "I think I'm asleep, too." He paused. "Thanks... For earlier.” 
"Least | can do. He wouldn't be that upset if you'd just gone home, right?" 

Taylor looked up, eyebrows arched in surprise. "What? Nah, man, it's got nothing to do with that" 

"Really?" 

Tay nodded, turning his head away before responding. "He cries every time | pick them up. For, like, hours. | 
figure out some way to distract him, eventually." He smiled, sadly. "Putting him behind a drum kit works okay." 
Dave watched him worriedly, not sure what to say. He picked up Taylor's hand. "He.. He never cries when | drop 
him off, either." Tay's voice dropped to just above a whisper. "Just, like, clings, till she pulls him off me." Dave 


tightened his grip on the drummer's fingers. 


"May be it's like.. When you're sad, but you're holding it all in, you know? And then this person you really trust 
is there, and suddenly the dam breaks loose," he said softly. 


Tay nodded again, swallowing. "I hate that he's so fucking sad though, man. You know? It's fucking hard enough 
not to have them with me, but to see him hurting..." 


Dave felt the sting of tears in the corner of his own eye and hastily rubbed it dry with his free hand. "I'm so 
sorry, T" He paused, choosing his words carefully. "| bet he's not sad all the time though. He just sees you, and 


remembers how much he misses you, you know?" 


Another nod. Taylor ran his hand over his cheek, when he dropped it on his knee, Dave saw that his fingers 


were wet. Every bit of him longed to pull the drummer into his arms, to hold him close, let him cry.. But he 
knew Tay well enough to know that's not what he would want, that he'd fight tooth and nail to keep his 


composure. ‘My dad wouldn't stand for us crying, he'd told Dave once. Some childhood scars never quite healed. 


Taylor took a couple of steadying breaths, then gently extricated his fingers from Dave's. "I think I'm gonna 


turn in, man. You okay?" 
Dave nodded. "Yea, | should probably do the same. You saw that | set up the guestroom for you, right?" 


Tay met his gaze and Dave thought he spotted a hint of disappointment there. Or was that just his wishful 


imagination? "Yea, | saw. Thanks." He paused. "Guess I'll see you tomorrow... 
"Ill come up with you." 


They made their way up the stairs together, pausing outside the guestroom door. Dave glanced up. Taylor 
stood a foot away from him, staring at the floor, a curtain of hair blocking much of his face. Instinctively, 
Dave reached out and pulled him into a hug. 


He expected the drummer to tense up, to resist, even Instead he felt Tay's arms wrap themselves around 
him, and a warm forehead lean into the crook of his neck. He placed his palm between the drummer's shoulder 


blades, gently pressing into his back. /m here. Right here for you. Hl always be here. 


A minute passed in silence. He felt Taylor pull away a bit and loosened his grip, letting the drummer take a 
step back. 


Ill see you tomorrow, D" Taylor said softly, disappearing into his room. The door closed with a soft click. Dave 
stood outside, staring at the cherry surface. What the fuck happened here? And why did he suspect that the 


sadness in Tay's voice wasn't there just because of Sam? 


Taylor closed the door behind him and headed straight for the bed, knowing Dave was still standing outside, 
probably fucking confused out of his mind. What the fuck had he been thinking, pressing up against him like 
that? And not just that.. Grabbing Dave's hand in the garage that morning? Fucking touching his hair last 
night? Granted, Dave had been asleep then; Taylor had watched him like a hawk, ready to jump away at the 
slightest hint of movement. That wasn't the point though. He was giving himself away with every move, with 
every touch. And Dave didn't fucking need that. He didn't need his fucking best friend hitting on him. Not now. 
Not when his wife had just left him. Not when two little girls depended on him, and him alone. And probably, 


not ever. 


He buried his head in the burgundy pillows, finally letting the tears that had been building up from the moment 


Sam started to cry in his arms flow. 


Chapter 12 
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Dave woke up the next morning to the sound of laughter, pierced by playful -- and painfully loud -- squeals. 
He opened the door and nearly got knocked over when Elanor slammed into his legs. 

"Hi Daddy," she called, ducking behind him as Sam approached, his fingers curled up like claws. What was he 
supposed to be? A dinosaur? A bear? An angry cat? Dave looked up at Taylor questioningly, his eyes wide, as 
Sam tried to push past his legs to get to Elanor. 

Tay watched the three of them, grinning from ear to ear. When Sam finally managed to sneak into the 
bedroom, making Dave grab onto the door jamb to keep from falling over, he outright guffawed, slapping his 
knees as he doubled over laughing. Dave gave him the stink eye. 


"Very funny, Hawkins. What the.." Fuck, he'd almost cursed. "What's going on here?" 


"We're playing Zombies and Aliens, daddy!" Elanor yelled from behind him, squealing as Sam wrestled her to the 


floor. 
"Zombies and Aliens?" Dave raised an eyebrow at Taylor. 


Taylor shrugged. "No idea. They were already at it when | woke up - | don't know how you managed to sleep as 
long as you did" 


Dave looked behind him. Elanor had gotten away from Sam and was now trying to crawl underneath the bed. 


Crap. 
"I think this is a sign that we've got to get this brood out of the house for a while," he said decisively, 
catching Sam under one arm, and picking up Elanor with the other. The kids squirmed, laughing as they tried to 


scratch at each other from either side of him. Taylor followed, still grinning from ear to ear. "A little help, 
may be?" Dave glanced at him over his shoulder. 


"Nah, you seem to be doing just fine. I'll grab Arwen and Bianca." 


Dave shook his head. Just fine, right. If he still had a functioning back by the time they made it downstairs, 
that'd be fucking amazing. 


He did make it after all, and had just planted the two rascals down on the floor when Taylor appeared with 


their younger siblings. 

"Okay, munchkins, Denny's or IHOP?" 

"IHOP!" Four voices shouted back. 

Taylor chucked. "Wow. Unanimous, huh?" 

Dave smiled at the look of contentment on Tay's face. The worry and sadness from the day before had 
disappeared; a soft warmth glinted in his eyes, and the corners of his mouth had turned up in a permanent 
grin. Good. "IHOP it is. All right, everyone upstairs - go wash up, and we'll meet back here in.. Wait, who can 


read time?" 


Elanor and Sam's hands shot up immediately; Arwen and Bianca's followed a bit more hesitantly, their eyes 
fixed on the older kids. Dave laughed. "Meet down here in I5 minutes, okay? El, what time's that gonna be at?" 


She grabbed his phone and stared at the numbers for a minute. "10:45?" 

"Exactly" 

Elanor grabbed Arwen and Bianca's hands. "Come on, girls. Let's go get ready for IHOP" 
Taylor held his hand out to Sam. "C'me along, litle man’ 


Dave watched the five of them climb the stairs. / wish / could start every day like this. He ran his fingers 
through his hair, tugging at the strands to wake himself up, then followed. 


A little while later, he was pulling a T-shirt over his wet hair when he heard that unmistakable sound of little 
feet tapping down the hallway to the stairs. He glanced up at the clock. 10:45. Wow. If only his band was that 
punctual. He ran a brush through his hair, grabbed his wallet from the dresser and headed down to meet 
them. 


Taylor sat perched on one of the kitchen bar stools, drumming a steady beat another. The kids stood around 
him, watching his hands, transfixed. When Dave approached, they turned around. 


"You're late, Uncle D," Sam offered, pointing to the microwave clock. 10:48, 
"Looks like | am. How ‘bout | buy you breakfast to make up for it?" 
"Deall" The boy flashed him a cheeky grin, holding out his hand. 


Dave shook it and his head at the same time. "Tay, did you clone yourself or something?" 


Sam look at his dad, confused. "What?" 


Taylor ruffled his hair gently. "Nothin, little man. Uncle Dave just means you're a lot like me. Don't worry, it's 


a compliment." 


Dave quirked an eyebrow at him, but immediately looked down, feeling someone tugging on his t-shirt. Arwen's 


chocolate eyes stared at him. "Daddy, I'm hungry.” 
He picked her up, laughing. "I bet you are. Okay guys, lets go. T, want to take the van? That way we can all fit” 


"What, your hippie mobile? ls it gonna break down on us again?" Dave had insisted they use the red Kombi van 
to get to a Chevy Metal gig a few months ago, an idea that had nearly cost them the show after the van 
stalled on 405 and refused to budge. They finally did make it to the club - in a tow truck 


"Nah, dude, | had it fixed, then had a couple guys | know look it over to make sure it's safe." 


Taylor shrugged. "Sounds like a plan then. Here, give me the keys to your car - I'll get Arwen and Bianca's car 


seats out." 


A few minutes later, they set out on what would turn out to be one of the most exhausting days Dave had 
ever experienced. After IHOP, where the young server stared at them open-mouthed instead of writing down 
their order, unable to believe who had landed at one of her tables, they headed to the Los Angeles Zoo. Here, 
the kids meandered down the winding paths, dragging their dads, baseball caps pulled tight over their eyes, 
from one exhibit to the next. There were the prairie dogs to see ("Look, Daddy! They're playing hide and go 
seek!"), and the lions (Arwen clambered up into Dave's arms, hid her face in his shoulder and refused to look 
up till they reached the elephants), and the new amphibian building (Sam: “But Dad, they've got cobras in there! 
Real ones!"). They got to pet a koala at a wildlife demonstration, and took a solid hundred of pictures of the 


monkeys and chimpanzees. 


The zoo thoroughly explored, they headed to eat at the nearest Chinese restaurant - a quiet joint owned by a 
local family that Dave and Taylor had been frequenting for years. The owner, a small elderly man from a 
village near Shanghai, greeted them warmly, seating them at the very back of the place, where they were 
least likely to be bothered. He had no clue who the Foo Fighters were, but there'd been a couple of times when 
he watched Dave and Taylor get accosted by fans in the middle of dinner, and he didn't like seeing his quests 
disturbed. 


They were finally on their way home when Arwen and Bianca spotted a billboard advertising the latest 
Madagascar movie. Sam and Elanor jumped into the fray, and soon there were four voices begging the two 
dads to head to the IMAX instead. Dave turned his head toward Taylor. "What do you think?" 

"I think they're gonna zonk out in the middle of the movie," he said, sighing. "But why the hell not?" 


Dave shrugged. "Okay, let's go." 


At the theater, they let the kids sit together, settling on either side of them. Sure enough, in the middle of 
the movie, Arwen curled up in Dave's lap and fell asleep. A short while later, Dave glanced up and saw Taylor 
holding Bianca, her head against his shoulder. Tay had rested his cheek against her hair, and if he wasn't asleep, 
too, he was close. Dave didn't blame him - it didn't matter that there was a big striped zebra jumping out of 
the screen at him right now, looking so fucking solid he was tempted to reach out and touch it; all he wanted 


was his pillow. And preferably, Taylor right next to him.. 


Wait, what? What was that thought? Dave's stomach churned uncomfortably. He'd been so good all day, 


focusing on the kids, not letting his brain wonder where it absolutely shouldn't, couldn't be allowed to go. 


He forced himself to pay attention to the movie, to laugh along with Elanor and Sam, who seemed utterly 
enthralled by the 3D effects. But time and again, his eyes sought out Taylor, a deep, bittersweet longing 
tugging painfully at his very core. 


Chapter [3 
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Dave woke up on Saturday morning barely remembering how he'd gotten everyone home the night before. The 
blinking lights on the 405, endless stop signs in Encino, a stupid cat that decided to dash right in front of his 
little van that could, causing him to slam on the breaks and wake everyone up... All of it melted into a sleepy, 


exhausted haze. One thing was for sure - they weren't leaving the house Today if they didn't have to. 


Luckily, he wasn't the only one who felt this way. Downstairs, he found Taylor, Sam and Bianca curled up on the 
couch with glasses of orange juice, bleary eyes glued to the Saturday morning cartoons. Tay gave him a sleepy 


smile. 

"There's coffee on the counter." 

"God bless you." Dave yawned, grabbing the milk from the fridge. 

They spent most of the day outside by the pool, the kids playing Marco Polo and some sort of bizarre aquatic 
version of Zombies and Aliens - Dave still couldn't figure out what the fuck that game was about. He and 
Taylor took over the lounge chairs, bottles of Gatorade, and in Dave's case, a couple of beers in hand. 

Dave leaned back, watching the palm tree branches sway above his head. He couldn't remember the last time 
he'd had a day like this - free and warm, surrounded by the people he most wanted around him. He smiled, 
inhaling the soft scent of sunscreen and fresh air. 

"Earth to Dave," Taylor's voice shook him out of his reverie. He sat up. 


"Sorry, dude. What's up?" 


Tay held out a bottle of Banana Boat. "Not to be a total girl, but would you mind putting some of this shit on 
my back?" 


Dave's intestines wiggled in nervous excitement. "You bet" He swung his legs to the side, letting Taylor sit 
down. Fuck, why was this bottle so hard to open? Hmm, may be ‘cause his palms had suddenly started to 
sweat buckets. Way to go, Grohl. Now you'll be slathering your sweat all over his back. Very sexy. He reached 
behind him and rubbed his palms dry against his towel before finally managing to squeeze dollop of sun block 
into his right hand. 


The heat radiating off of Taylor's skin didn't surprise him - he was always warm to the touch, and he soaked 


up the sun like no one else Dave knew. What surprised him was the utter softness of the drummer's skin, the 
silky smoothness of his back so unlike his familiar, reassuringly callused hands. Dave slid his palms over the 
velvety surface, his heart pounding as he felt Tay's muscles ripple beneath his fingers. Keep moving. Don't 


linger too lorg.. 


He let go reluctantly. "I think you're good." 


Taylor shook, as if jerking awake. He glanced at Dave over his shoulder. "Is yours done already?" 


It was, unfortunately. He'd let Elanor put it on for him, and as much as he wanted Taylor's hands on his back, 


he certainly didn't want to answer his daughter's inevitable questions. 
"Yea, El did mine. Thanks though." 


Taylor smiled. "I kinda figured" He rose and moved to a nearby chair, stretching out in the pouring sun. Dave 


bit back his disappointment. 


The morning melted into the afternoon, afternoon into early evening. Elanor and Arwen brought out their My 
Little Ponies, and the girls settled by the patio, enthralled by the rainbow-colored horses. Sam wondered over 
to Taylor. Out of the corner of his eye, Dave watched him crawl onto Tay's lounge chair, settling by his 
father's side. Taylor draped an arm around him, whispered something softly in his ear. Sam smiled - not the 
carefree, toothy grin he was flashing all day yesterday, but a soft, sad smile that clearly took an effort to 


create. 

Dave turned away sadly. Tomorrow morning, Taylor would have to bring the kids back to Elizabeth's and 
though he kept a smile on his face and his voice light, Dave could tell that he was thinking about that parting 
all the time. 

After dinner, they settled in the family room to watch Homeward Bound. Arwen and Elanor could watch that 
movie five times a day, and Sam and Bianca had never seen it. Taylor claimed he'd never watched it either, but 
five minutes into the film, he let out a loud "Oh!" of recognition 

"Told you so." Dave grinned. 

Elanor's blue eyes turned to him reproachfully. "Shhhhhhh." 

"Sorry," Dave whispered, tapping her gently on the nose. 

Taylor took Sam and Bianca upstairs a little early that night. After putting his own daughters to bed, Dave 
headed for his bedroom, leaving the door open in case Tay wanted some company later on Instinctively, not 


really knowing why, he picked up his phone. 


"Hi, is this Esther?" He asked softly when a familiar heavily accented voice offered a nervous "Hello." 


"Yes, who this?" 
"This is Dave. Umm. Dave Grohl." 
"Hello, Dave. How is Elanor and Arwen?" 


"They're okay. Pretty good, actually. Listen, | was wondering... Would you mind coming over for a while 
tomorrow? | bet the girls would love to see you." 


"Of course. What time?" 


He asked her to come by around noon, and hung up after a hasty good night. Out in the hall, he heard a quest 
room door open and shut quietly. Twice. Apparently, Taylor wanted to be on his own tonight - not a good sign. 


He sighed. Tomorrow would not be easy.. 
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Dave woke up bogusly early on Sunday morning. For a while, he lay with his eyes closed, refusing to even look 
at the clock. He could feel the sun just starting to creep in through his east-facing window - not a good sign 
Needing to stretch, he draped his arm off the side of the bed and felt soft cloth beneath his fingers. 


Tay's blankets. His chest tightened, thinking of the drummer alone in the guestroom next door. He grasped the 
sleeping bag Taylor had slept in and pulled it onto the bed next to him, curling his body around it. The scent of 
laundry detergent enveloped him, mixed with Taylor's cologne and just a touch of something else, sweat may 
be, or musk, or.. To his horror, whatever that bit was, it was traveling, lightening-fast, from his nostrils 
straight to his groin. He buried his face in the blanket, squeezing it close, wanting to pull away, but unable to 
make himself do it. His mind flashed back to the day before, by the pool. Taylors soff, tanned skin beneath his 
fingers, the curve of his spine, those broad, straight shoulders and lithe arms.. His golden hair cascading around his 
face, hazel eyes glinting in the burning sun Wet board shorts revealing just enough for an overactive imagination to 


fill in the rest. 


Ignoring his brain's yelping protests, Dave's hand inched its way down his stomach and slipped beneath the 
elastic of his gym shorts. A soft moan escaped him as his fingers wrapped themselves around his cock, slowly 
building a rhythm that sent blissful shockwaves through his whole body. Taylors arms wrapped around him. The 
feel of his chest pressed against his own. The curve of his lower back, his hips, which those damn board shorts 
never quite covered And that pouting soft, inviting mouth.. 


He came suddenly, the orgasm exploding inside him like water breaking over rock, knocking him onto his back. 
The waves of pleasure receded slowly, sloshing through him in a blissful whirlwind. When he finally opened his 
eyes, he saw that he was still clutching Tay's sleeping bag to his chest. What the fuck had just happened? He 
ran his palm across his forehead and found that it was covered in sweat. / just jerked off thinking about Taylor. 
His stomach did a couple of anxious somersaults. And came harder than | have in years. 


Unable to lie there and think about what this meant, he rolled out of bed and headed for the shower. The 
shorts landed in the hamper with a soft thump, drowned out by the sound of running water. The warm 


droplets soaked his skin, but the relief he was hoping for didn't come. How was he going to look Tay in the face 
after this? 


He'd find out soon enough, it turned out. Dave had planned to sneak downstairs, to bring his coffee outside and 
sip it by the pool, take some time to calm down before every one else rose. The moment he left his bedroom 
though, the bathroom door down the hall opened and Tay stepped out, a towel draped over his shoulders and 
black shorts slung low across his hips. Dave inhaled sharply. 


"Morning," Taylor offered softly as he came closer. "I didn't wake you, did |?" 


Dave shook his head no. "Nah, | think the sun woke me." He met the drummer's gaze and all his thoughts from 
earlier that morning disappeared. Taylor looked miserable. There was no glimmer in his eyes - they'd turned 
opaque overnight. His lips, too, had fallen into a deep, pained frown. Dave reached out for him, concerned. "Did 


you sleep at all?" 


Taylor shrugged. "A few hours, | guess." He didn't come closer, and Dave dropped his arm back to his side. "| 
was thinking I'd take Sam and Bianca out for breakfast before bringing them back. That okay?" 


"Of course. Whatever you want." 
Tay nodded. "We'll see you downstairs in a bit." 


Dave had just finished pouring himself some coffee when Taylor appeared with Sam and Bianca in tow. Sam 
looked about as miserable as his father; Bianca, who'd had a smile on her face throughout the whole time 


they'd been together, looked ready to cry. Dave walked over and squatted in front of them. 


"Thanks for coming to hang out guys," he said softly. "Come back soon, okay?" Sam nodded, glancing up at 
Taylor. Bianca let go of her dad's hand for a second and held her arms out for a hug. Dave picked her up. 
"Let's go get in the car, munchkin?" She nodded, turning to her dad. "Okay if | come out with you?" He asked 
Taylor softly. 


Tay motioned for him to come along. Dave held Bianca while Taylor put her duffel and Sam's suitcase in the 
back of the car, then helped him get her into her car seat. After waiving bye to Sam, he turned to Taylor. 
"Come back after you drop them off, okay?" Tay nodded, staring straight ahead. Dave picked up his hand, 

squeezing his fingers gently before turning and heading back for the house. Behind him, he heard the truck 


roar to life. By the time he glanced out the living room window, they were gone. 


Dave settled on the living room couch with his coffee. His heart ached, both for Taylor and for the kids who 
missed him so much it fucking hurt to watch. How the fuck could Elizabeth do this to them? 


Elanor and Arwen came downstairs a little while later. They didn't ask any questions, just climbed onto the 
couch next to him and wrapped their arms around his neck, one on each side. He pulled them close, kissing the 
tops of their heads, feeling, suddenly, like the luckiest man in the world. 

"| love you so much, munchkins," he said softly, afraid his voice would break if he spoke any louder. 


"We love you, too, Daddy," Elanor whispered in his ear. 


They ate breakfast quietly, all three subdued by the sudden emptiness in the house. After, the girls headed 


downstairs to draw. Dave grabbed his laptop and joined them in the family room, answering e-mail while they 


shared a Dora coloring book 
A little after noon, the doorbell rang. 
"Uncle T?" Arwen looked up hopefully. 


Dave stood up. "Not yet, honey. He'll be back a little later. But | think you'll be happy to see who this is, too. 


C'me on" 


Both of the girls’ faces lit up when they saw Esther. She smiled, holding her arms wide open for them and 
they bolted right to her. Dave grinned, watching them, and made a mental note to have her come over more 


often. He reached for the bag she had left by the door, and found himself struggling to pick it up. 


"Ma'am, what are you doing carrying something this heavy around?" He asked teasingly, carrying it over to the 


kitchen. 
"Thank you, David. My son put it in car for me, so | only carry a little bit” 
"A little is still too much!" Dave protested "What's in here, bricks?" 


She laughed. "Flour, and eggs, and peaches. | think we make cake?" The addressed the last question to the girls, 
both of whom nodded enthusiastically. Dave put both of his hands up in a motion of surrender. 


"You don't want me involved in this. I'll just make a mess. I'm going to go answer some e-mail, okay baby girls?" 


He sat down to work and made it about a quarter way through his inbox before realizing that he couldn't 


focus any more. Where was Taylor? He was supposed to drop the kids off at noon, and it was after one now. 


Elizabeth didn't live that far away... 


He walked into the kitchen to check on the girls - they were happily helping Esther take the pits out of the 
peaches. He entered the living room and froze when he glanced out the window. Taylor's truck stood in front of 
the garage, clearly empty. He ran downstairs, checking the family room and studio as he passed them. No sign 
of him. He walked out onto the deck and his heart constricted painfully. Tay stood by the pool, staring into the 


distance, his shoulders hunched forward, looking more defeated than Dave had seen him in a long time. 


Dave approached him slowly, unsure about whether he'd want company. When Tay didn't wave him away, he 
came closer, stopping at his side. Taylor glanced at him and quickly looked away. Dave swallowed. Tears ran 
down Tay's cheeks, leaving glistening trails on his skin. His lower lip trembled; he bit it to hold it still. Dave 
draped an arm around his shoulders, drawing him close. Tay sniffled softly. 


"We're one hell of a pair, Sam and |, aren't we?" He whispered, his voice breaking. "He cries when | pick them 


up, and | can't stop crying after | drop them off.." 
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Dave pulled Taylor closer, gently wrapping both arms around him. Tay leaned into him with a soft sob, his 
fingers grasping Dave's back as he shivered. 


‘I'm sorry." A barely audible whisper. Dave stroked his hair gently. 
"No apologies, remember?" He pressed his lips to the top of Tay's head. "It's okay.. To cry, is okay, T." 


Another soft sob. Taylor turned a bit, nuzzling his cheek against Dave's collarbone. "I fuckin’ hate this, man. | 
hate not having them with me. | hate having to say good bye.." 


"I know, babe." Dave tightened his embrace, his own eyes filling with tears. "I can't even fuckin’ imagine..." 

For a while, they stood there in silence, Taylor's back shuddering from time to time beneath Dave's palms. 
Dave let him take his time. When Taylor pulled closer, he cautiously pressed his cheek against the side of the 
drummer's face, afraid that Tay would pull away, that it'd be too much. But Taylor only moved his head 
slightly, letting his skin brush against Dave's. 


When Taylor finally pulled away, Dave saw that his eyes were bloodshot, but dry. He avoided Dave's gaze, 


staring at the patio chairs instead, and took a couple of deep breaths. Dave put a hand on his shoulder. 
"Wanna go for a ride?" 

Taylor looked up, surprised. "What?" 

"You've got your bike with you, right? | thought | saw it in the truck" 

Tay nodded "Yea, but what about the girls?" 

"Esther's here. | called her last night" 

Taylor smiled sadly. "Figured | was going to be wreck?" 


Dave started to mumble something incoherent in protest, but cut himself short when he noticed Tay's cocked 


eyebrow. "Okay, kind of... 


Taylor clasped his arm firmly. "Thanks, dude. And yea, lets go." 

‘Meet me upstairs in a couple minutes, okay? I've gotta go get my cycling shorts from the bedroom." 
"Pussy," Taylor teased gently. 

Dave waived him away dismissively. "Dude, | don't know how you ride without them." 

Tay grinned. "Rhinoceros appetites come with rhinoceros hide, apparently.’ 


Dave returned to the kitchen just in time to see Taylor wonder in from the back yard. Elanor spotted him 
first. 


"Uncle T!" She dropped the flour-covered wooden spoon she was holding and dashed toward him. Arwen 
followed, wrapping her little arms around Tay's leg. He squatted next to them, pulling them both into a hug. 


"Whatcha cookin, ladies?" 
"Peach piel" 


"It smells delicious." Taylor glanced up at Dave, swallowing hard, tears threatening to reappear. Dave walked 


over and gently eased the girls off him. 

"It does smell amazing, baby girls. How soon is it going to be ready?" 
Elanor looked at Esther questioningly. 

‘It needs to cook for one hour. And then to get colder. May be two hour?" 


Dave knelt next to Elanor. "Perfect. Uncle T and | are going to go for a quick bike ride, okay? We'll be back in a 


couple of hours." 
P 


As if on command, her eyes filled with tears. She grabbed hold of his arm. "No, daddy, don't... Don't leave...” 
Arwen came over and latched onto his other hand, her bottom lip trembling dangerously. He looked up at 
Taylor, lost, his heart breaking a little. What do | do? 


Tay came over and settled next to him, petting Arwen's back. "C'me here, munchkin. Come sit with me." 


To Dave's surprise, she let go of his hand and wrapped her arms around Taylor's neck instead. He pulled Elanor 


into a hug. “El. Baby.. Its okay, sweetheart. We'll be back really soon, | promise." 


"You won't," she sobbed softly, burying her head in his shoulder. "You won't be back." 


He pushed her back slightly so that he could look into her eyes. "El, have | ever told you something that wasn't 
true?" He asked softly. She shook her head no, tears still streaming down her cheeks. "You've gotta believe me, 
baby. | promised you I'd come back - that means | will. Here," he reached into the pocket of his shorts, "I'l 
even leave you my wallet, all right? | can't go anywhere without it.." She took the wallet from him, the tears 
slowly starting to ebb. 

"What if something happens to you?" She whispered, voice still shaking. "What if you get hurt?" 

Taylor came to his rescue. "I won't let anything happen to him, El. | promise." 


She turned her head to him, sniffling. "Are you going to come back, too?" 


"Of course,” he said quietly, smiling as he reached out to playfully poke her tummy. "I wouldn't miss out on 


that pie!" 
She smiled through her tears. "Okay." 


Esther, who had watched them quietly from her spot by the stove, walked over and held her hands out to the 


girls. "Elanor, Arwen, come help. Tell me if peaches need more sugar.” 
Elanor turned to Dave again. "You promise, right?" 

He nodded. "I promise, baby. Ill see you really soon" 

She hugged him quickly, then took Arwen's hand and followed Esther into the kitchen 
Outside by Tay's truck, Dave paused. "Thanks, man’ 


"You bet" Taylor extracted his bike from the back of the car. "I'm no expert, but you did real good back 
there." 


Dave sighed. "What the hell am | gonna do when | can't leave my wallet behind?" 

Taylor smiled sympathetically. "Yea, | thought about that, too..." 

They rode in silence, the trails around Encino, while not as complex as those a bit further out, still rocky and 
hilly enough to keep their attention fixed on the road. The midday sun bore down full force, and after an hour 
of nearly constant climbing, they were both covered in sweat. 


Dave gave up first. "T, you ready for a break yet?" 


Taylor glanced over his shoulder at him, grinning. "We can, if you want." 


Dave scowled. Bastard. Instead of answering, he pulled off by a stream on the side of the road, dropping his 
bike on the ground and settling against a mercifully shady eucalyptus tree. He heard the clink of another bike 
falling and Taylor appeared at his side, holding out a bottle of water. "Drink, dude." 

"Thanks." He reached into his pocket and pulled out two Cliff bars. "Trade?" 

Tay sat down next to him, leaning his head against the tree. His skin glistened with sweat, and Dave suddenly 
found himself unable to tear his eyes from the drummer's neck, long and exposed, and begging to be touched. 
He shifted uncomfortably, forcing his gaze onto the stream instead. The clear, shallow water cascaded over 


clay soil and brown stone, glistening and golden Like the glimmer in Tay’s eyes. 


Taylor's voice shook him out of his reverie. "Thanks for earlier today, D" He spoke quietly, his eyes fixed on 


the water now, too. 
"Don't mention it, dude. You've been babysitting me for like a week." 


Taylor glanced at him. "Nah, it's been." He hesitated for a moment, then continued, his voice dropping even 


more. "Even today. It was good to come back to you guys. Not to have to go to an empty house...” 

Dave nodded. "Anytime." 

They fell silent, listening to the rustling of the eucalyptus leaves over their heads. Staring at the shimmering 
stream, Dave tried desperately to push back the thoughts, and worse yet, the words, that had settled in his 
throat, wanting desperately to escape into the world. His heart beat anxiously in his chest, pounding as if as if 
it were trying to break right through his chest cavity. 

"You know | love you, T, right?" He finally said softly, his stomach working through a series of back flips. 
Taylor turned his head toward him, smiling sadly. "I know, man. | love you, too." 

Dave paused. Here goes nothin’ 


"Yea. Like a brother, right?" 


He didn't mean for the words to sound so bitter. But they did. 
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"You know | love you, T, right?" He finally said softly, his stomach working through a series of back flips. 
Taylor turned his head toward him, smiling sadly. "I know, man. | love you, too." 

Dave paused. Here goes nothin: 

"Yea. Like a brother, right?" 

He didn't mean for the words to sound so bitter. But they did. 


Taylor's eyes widened to twice their usual size. He opened his mouth, and closed it again. Finally, just as Dave 


was about to jump in with a desperate attempt to stop this car wreck of a conversation, he spoke. 


"Not... really." The words were soft, halting. Tay turned his head, suddenly finding his fingernails far too 


interesting. Dave's heart swelled with something akin to hope. "You?" 


Dave swallowed nervously. The eucalyptus leaves stirred in the light breeze. This is it, Grohl. No way back 


from here. "Definitely not." 


Taylor's head shot up; hazel eyes found brown urgently. "D? Are you.. Are you saying what | think you're 
saying?" 


And suddenly, Dave couldn't wait anymore. He reached out and gently tucked a strand of golden hair behind 
Tay's ear. When Taylor didn’t pull away, he rested his palm on the drummer's cheek, shutting his eyes as he 
covered Tay's mouth with his. For a terrifying moment, he felt Taylor's lips freeze beneath him. Then, with a 
soft moan, Tay was kissing him back, and the rest of the world disappeared. He was the only thing that was 
real, Taylor, his stubble scratching against Dave's skin as soft lips pressed against his hungrily, tasting of 
blueberry Cliff Bars and mint, and that something uniquely Tay, spicy, and warm, and sweet, so familiar and 
yet so exquisitely new.. Dave traced his bottom lip with his tongue, savoring the delicious whimper he got in 
response. Taylor parted his lips, letting their tongues entwine, exploring the hot insides of each other's mouths, 


desperate for more contact. 


Eventually, they reluctantly pulled apart, panting, giving in to the need for air. Brown eyes found hazel, both 
wide with excitement and fear. 


"Holy shit," Taylor breathed, a smile spreading from ear to ear. Dave laughed, suddenly feeling as light as the 
pollen that swirled all around them. 


"You can say that again." 

Tay gazed at him thoughtfully and his breath hitched. Why did it take him so long to notice how fucking 
beautiful this man was? Bullshit. He always noticed. From the moment they met. Admitting that to himself - 
that took forever.. 

Taylor's thumb touched his face, tenderly tracing his cheekbone. Dave moaned softly. 


"That feels even better than what you were doing the other night." He whispered, touching his lips to Tay's 


palm. Taylor's eyes widened again in shock. 
"Fuck, you were awake?" He squirmed uncomfortably, dropping his hand to his side. "l'm sorry.. I'm a total 
creep.." Dave silently cursed himself and his big mouth, searching like mad for something to say to reassure 


him. 


He touched his palm to the side of Tay's face. "Don't be sorry," he said softly. "It felt fucking amazing." Taylor 
glanced up shyly. "And it.. It gave me hope that | might not be the only one.. Who felt like this." 


Tay smiled. "| always thought | was." 

Dave took his hand and squeezed it. "I guess we're both fools then" 

"How long, D?" 

He shook his head. "I don't even know. Forever, really. But it also took me fuckin’ forever to figure out what | 
was feeling." He glanced up. Taylor was watching him quietly, gently running his thumb over Dave's knuckles. 
"You?" 

"Same. The day | met you.. | was on fuckin’ cloud nine. | thought it was just idol worship though, you know?" 


"Aww, you worshipped me?" 


"Dick You know | did." He looked away. "And then.. | don't know. We were so close. | sort of made myself believe 
that was enough. Then, you know, wives, kids, all that jazz" 


Dave nodded seriously. "Yea, that went well." 


It felt good to laugh. And even better to watch Taylor laugh, to see that gorgeous face light up as he let his 
forehead fall against Dave's shoulder. Dave slipped a finger beneath his chin and tilted his face up to kiss those 
smiling lips. As their tongues found each other again, Tay buried his fingers in his hair and pulled, sending a 
shockwave straight to Dave's groin 

When they broke apart though, Taylor's eyes went straight to his knees. Dave nudged him gently. 

"What's wrong, babe?" 


"l." Taylor hesitated, turning his gaze to the water. "I feel fuckin’ ridiculous asking this." 


Dave's stomach churned anxiously. "Hey," he said softly, picking up Taylor's hand again. "It's still you and me, 


right? Ask away." 


Tay glanced at him nervously. "lm not.. this isn't like a rebound thing for you, right? ‘Cause | can't do that, 


Dave. | can't fool around with you and then have you just...” 


Dave chuckled, relieved. "No. This is definitely not a rebound thing. If anything, she was sort of my rebound for 
you." 


Taylor cocked an eyebrow at him. "Huh?" 

"Do you remember when she and | got serious?" 

He thought for a minute. “It was like a year after London After | got my shit together.” 
"And?" 

"And what?" 

"Remember what's-her-name?" 

"That girl | started seeing?" He stared at Dave incredulously. "Wait, seriously?" 


| mean, | didn't think about it like that then. But you got your life together, you didn't need me as much as 
you had for a while.. and | just..." 


"Tried to move on," Taylor nodded. "That's sort of how Elizabeth and | happened, too." 
"Fuck, man, we really are idiots, aren't we." 


Tay glanced up at him. "Better late than never?" 


“Abso-fuckin-lutely." Dave smiled thoughtfully. "And you know, we did get some amazing kids out of that whole 
deal, right?" 


"Yea, we did" 


Dave slid closer, sidling up against Taylor, the warmth of the drummer's skin against his both thrilling and 


reassuring. The stream shimmered playfully in the afternoon sun. Dave picked up a eucalyptus leaf, breaking it 
in half to release the healing scent. 


‘Its fuckin’ beautiful here.." Taylor whispered, resting his head on his shoulder. Dave wrapped an arm around 
him, feeling happier than he'd had in years. 


"It is. We should go though. | don't want to freak Elanor out." 


Taylor nodded. They rose and headed for their bikes, still holding hands. Tay squeezed Dave's fingers. 


"D, what are we gonna tell them?" 
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"D, what are we gonna tell them?" 

Dave thought this over. "How about we wait till they ask?" He spotted the hesitation in Tay's eyes and hurried 
on. "It's just that | don't know how to tell them, you know? They don't really know what any of this," he made a 
vague circular motion with his hand, "is. If they ask, we'll at least know what question we're answering... 


Taylor nodded. "That makes sense. But its got to happen before El goes back to school. ‘Cause, you know...” 


Dave laughed. "Before school? Dude, | bet you anything they'll be asking by the end of the week. If not by 


tonight." He mounted his bike. "Hell, Arwen asked me days ago if Uncle T could live with us from now on" 


Throwing one last glance at the spot where they'd been sitting a moment ago, Dave started to pedal. Taylor 
caught up to him, falling into a steady rhythm by his side. 


"Seriously? You didn’t tell me that! 

"Yea, because that wouldn't be awkward or anything" 

"Well, what'd you say?" 

"Said you'd be staying with us for a few days, and then we'd see" 

"So, does that mean you're kicking me out?" Taylor flashed him a cheeky grin 
Dave fought to keep a straight face. “Only if you behave yourself" 


He saw Tay's eyes grow wide and his bike waiver. Crap, may be it wasn't a good idea to fuck with him while 


they were on the trail. 


Tay's voice caught him off guard, nearly making him go over the handlebars. "I don't think you have to worry 
about that" 


Holy hell. Dave cleared his throat, praying that his voice wouldn't come out two octaves higher than usual. "| 
didn't think | would" He paused, breath growing heavy as the trail started to climb again. “Point is, they love 
you. It ll be fine." 


"I love them, too, you know. It sucks that mine aren't around. l'm glad they are." 

Suddenly, Dave was very glad to be wearing sunglasses. He glanced at Taylor, fighting the instinct to throw the 
bike to the ground and wrap his arms around him, now, here. To feel the warmth of his body against his own. 
To prove that he was real. He couldn't speak. But one look at Tay's gentle, understanding smile let him know he 
didn't have to. 


They rode the rest of the way in silence. Taylor stopped by his truck, searching for his keys. Dave nudged him 
lightly. 


"Nah, dude, store it in the garage." 


They left the bikes behind one of the motorcycles and walked back out onto the driveway. Two round faces 


stared at them from the living room window. 
Taylor laughed. "My dogs used to wait for me like that” 

Dave shook his head. "They are kinda like puppies, aren't they.” 

The next moment, the front door opened, and the puppies bolted toward them. As he caught Elanor and lifted 
her into his arms, he spotted Taylor picking up Arwen and twirling her around. El quickly wrapped her legs 


around his waist, squeezing his face between her hands. "You're back!" 


‘lm back! Just like | promised" He tapped her nose gently, then planted a kiss on her cheek. She buried her 


face in his neck. 

‘| missed you." 

| missed you, too, baby. How did that pie come out?" 

"Esther said we had to wait for you try it. But it smells gooooood." 

‘lm sure it's faaantabulous.” 

She pulled away, grinning from ear to ear. "You're so silly, daddy." 

"Your daddy? Silly? Never." Taylor came up the them, bouncing Arwen on one arm. She had grabbed a lock of 
his hair and was twirling it between her fingers. Tay, reciprocating, wrapped a few strands of her golden locks 


around his index finger. She flashed him a smile. 


Dave rubbed Elanor's back gently. "You want to say hi to Uncle T?" 


An eager nod. She let go of his neck and reached for Taylor as Dave held out an arm to grab Arwen His 


younger daughter let go of Tay's hair and clambered into his embrace. 

"Daddy?" 

"What-y?" He rubbed his nose against hers. 

"Can we go try the pie now?" 

Dave sighed playfully. "I suppose...” 

Esther had brought the pie out on the back deck, and served it to them with scoops of vanilla ice cream. With 
a bit of cajoling from Dave, she even joined them in trying it. Dave put a spoonful in his mouth and had to bite 
back a moan. The peaches melted in his mouth, syrupy and tangy at the same time. 

"Well, what do you think?" Elanor tugged on his arm impatiently, her own mouth full 

He ruffled her hair. "What do | think? | think.. this may just be the best desert I've ever had. T, you agree?" 
"By far. You ladies are amazing.’ 

The girls' faces lit up; Esther smiled warmly. "You have very talented little bakers here, David" 

As soon as they were done with their pie, the girls ran upstairs to change into their bathing suits. Esther 
headed out as well, agreeing to come back a couple of days later. Glancing around to make sure they were 


alone, Taylor walked over to Dave and wrapped his arms around his neck from behind. 


"I just nearly came watching you eat that pie." His breath hot against Dave's ear. "Just thought you should 


know." 
Dave groaned. "Fuck, T" He looked up at Taylor, his eyes wide. Tay smiled, brushing his lips against his far-too- 
lightly. Dave grabbed the back of his head, pulling him closer needily. For a moment, Tay gave in, teasingly 


sucking Dave's lower lip between his own. Then, just as Dave moaned softly, Taylor broke the kiss. 


"Patience, babe..." 


Chapter I8 
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Dave sat between Elanor and Arwen's beds that night, fiddling nervously with one of Elanor's teddy bears, his 
heart just about ready to bust out of his ribcage. His stomach had started its latest circus routine earlier, 
when Taylor casually mentioned that he was going to jump in the shower while Dave put the girls to bed. Its 
latest acrobatics made it hard to sit still, and the damn hard floor beneath his ass wasn't helping. Most nights, 
he would read to them and tuck them in, then sneak out, knowing that they'd find him if they needed him. 


Today, he was determined to make absolutely sure they were asleep. 


After the longest fifteen minutes he'd ever sat through, their breathing evened out. He crept out of the 
room, closing it carefully behind him. A thin strip of light seeped from his bedroom and he followed it, anxiety 
and excitement waging a battle inside him. 


Taylor jumped when he entered the room. The book he'd been holding toppled off the bed as wide hazel eyes 


met brown nervously. Dave took a step toward him; he did the same. 
"Are they asleep?" Tay asked softly, his voice scratchier than usual. 


Dave nodded. Taylor nodded, too. Without another word, they wrapped their arms around each other. Dave 
buried his face in the crook of Tay's neck, letting his scent wash over him, calm him. He pulled back a bit, 
wanting to see Taylor's face. The drummer's eyes had returned to their normal size; a smile tugged at the 


corners of his lips. 
"Scared?" He asked softly. 
Dave swallowed. "Not as much as | was...” 


"Me too," Taylor whispered, his face drawing nearer. Then their lips touched, and all thought disappeared from 
Dave's brain. There was only Taylor again, his mouth hot and sweet, his fingers raking through Dave's hair, 


down his back. Dave slipped his fingers beneath Tay's shirt, letting them linger on the drummer's back. 
They fell onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, fingers and mouths exploring every bit of skin they could reach. 
Dave moaned as Taylor's tongue slid across his collarbone, callused fingers tugging the neck of his shirt out of 


the way. 


"Fuck, T." 


Taylor smirked. "Mmm, we'll get to that.." The blond head dipped again. Dave shuddered as his tongue flicked 
against his ear. He buried his fingers in Taylor's hair and pulled, running his tongue all the way up his now- 
exposed neck. Tay's soft, guttural moan nearly undid him. The drummer rolled his hips beneath him needily, 
Dave inhaled sharply as he felt the bulge in those board shorts rub against his own aching groin 


"What ever happened to patience?" He whispered teasingly, tugging Taylor's shirt over his head. Tay let out a 


frustrated groan. 


“Sixteen fucking years," he said softly, mirroring Dave's motions. Dave froze, the significance of those words 
flooding over him. He slipped a finger beneath Tay's chin, finding his gaze. Taylor glanced at him shyly, eyes 


flicking from his face down to his knees. 
"Tay?" The drummer looked up at him, lips parted slightly. "I love you," Dave whispered. His voice broke. 
Taylor traced his cheekbone with his thumb gently. "I love you, too, babe." 


They kissed, hands running over chests, backs, arms. Dave pushed Taylor onto his back, covering his stomach 
with kisses. When he grazed his teeth against Tay's nipple, the drummer sucked in his breath, arching his back 
beneath him. 


"D." 


Dave fingered the waistband of Tay's shorts, his stomach churning anxiously again. Taylor moaned softly above 
him, and all doubt disappeared from his mind. He slipped them off slowly, his eyes tracing the trail of hair that 


ran down from Tay's navel. 


Dave inhaled sharply as the shorts slipped past Taylor's hips. He had never seen anything so fucking sexy. Or 
so beautiful. He dipped his head, running his tongue over Tay's hipbone, wrapping his fingers around his cock. 


"Dave..." Taylor moaned thickly, neeaily. Dave moved his hand up and down his shaft, swirling his fingers over 
the already slick head. Taylor cried out above him, his hand raking through Dave's hair. Feeling those fingers 
tugging at him insistently, Dave suddenly realized that Tay was trying to get him to look up. His pulse quickened 


as he glanced up nervously. Had he done something wrong? 


Taylor smiled at him, his eyes hooded with pleasure. "You are wearing far too much clothing, | think," he 
murmured. With one quick motion, he flipped Dave onto his back, his fingers already unbuttoning his cargo 
shorts. Dave trembled as those long fingers slipped beneath the waistband of his boxers. Taylor's eyes flicked 
up to his, as if sensing his nervousness. He leaned down, gently touching his lips to Dave's as his hands slipped 
the shorts over his hips. Without breaking the kiss, Taylor positioned his arms on Dave's either side, pressing 
their pelvises together. Dave moaned into his mouth as he felt the drummer, rock-hard now, against him. 


"God, T.. Please..." 


Taylor smiled against his lips as he rolled onto his side, wrapping his hand around Dave's shaft. Dave groaned 
against him, every inch of his body overflowing with pleasure. His fingers found Taylor and started to pump 
him once more, eliciting those beautiful, sandpapery moans he would never get tired of hearing. Their lips 
crashed together again as they climaxed, swallowing each other's cries. 

They lay there panting, arms wrapped around each other, their bodies, slick with sweat and the results of 
their recent escapades, lying skin to skin Dave kissed the top of Taylor's head sleepily, and felt the drummer 
nuzzle against him. 

“That was fuckin’ amazing," he whispered into Tay's hair. Taylor kissed his collarbone. 

‘Mmhmm. Better than amazing. Fuckin fantabulous," he grinned playfully. Dave smacked his butt lightly. 
"Punk" 


"Yup. But you love me anyway." 


Chapter [9 
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Dave felt something warm and comfortingly heavy press against him. He wasn't quite sure what it was, but he 
was thoroughly enjoying snuggling with it. He pulled closer and it made a soft sound, somewhere between a 
moan and purr. Wait, that voice.. He knew that voice. He buried his face in the silky skin and inhaled the 


familiar scent. 


Taylor. His heart swelled as he remembered the night before. So he hadn't dreamt it after all. He pressed his 
lips to Tay's nape. The drummer sighed contentedly. 


"Mornin, love," Dave whispered, kissing the side of his neck. 

Taylor turned his head. His smile took Dave's breath away. "Morning... How'd you sleep?" 

"Better than | have in.. may be ever. You?" 

Taylor rolled over and brushed his lips against Dave's. "Same." He paused. "This... | still can't fucking believe it.." 
Dave smiled. "I was so relieved to feel you next to me. Was afraid I'd dreamt the whole thing.” 
Tay nuzzled into him. "What do you wanna do today?" 

"How ‘bout stayin’ right here?" 

"Tease." 

Dave kissed him, gently sucking on his lower lip. "Well, you asked what | wanted.." Taylor groaned. 
"Dude, cut it out. You're gonna make me hard if you keep doing that" 

"And that would be a problem because?" 

"Umm, because your daughters could waltz in here any damn minute?" 

Oh. Yea, okay. You want to shower first, or should |?" 


"You go. Then you can make me breakfast." 


Dave gave him the stink eye and received one of those cheeky grins that made him want to pin Tay to the 
bed and ravish him right then and there. Bastard. 


He barely made it downstairs when his cell phone buzzed. His stomach dropped when he saw the name on the 


screen 
"Mom! You're back! 

‘Hi sweetheart. Yes, we just got off the boat 

"Welcome back to dry land. How was it?" 

"Absolutely stunning. And I've never been this pampered in my life." 
Dave smiled. "Good. You deserve it" 


The cruise had been his gift to her for her birthday. How the hell did he forget that they were getting back 
Today? 


"You had no idea we were coming back today, did you?" 

Fuck "Sorry, ma.. Can you sit tight for a half hour? lll come get you" 

"Don't be silly. IIl take you hours to get here, with all the traffic. We'll get a cab” 
"No, no, no, at least get a car service... lts on me. tm so sorry!" 


"Shh, don't even mention it. You just gave us the time of our lives. But we'll get a car if itll make you feel 


better." 
"It would. A little." 


"Okay then. Now, Lis is going to take the kids home, but | was wondering if | could stop by for a little while. | 
miss my little girls." 


Dave's heart rate quickened. "Of course. Come by any time." 
"Marina won't mind?" 
He swallowed. "No, she won't mind at all." 


"All right, sweetheart - I'll see you soon then" 


"Okay. Love you, mom. Give Lisa a kiss for me." 


Elanor appeared in the kitchen just as he hung up the phone. He held his arms out to her and she wrapped her 


arms around his waist. 
"Good morning, baby girl. Where's your sister?" 


Instead of answering, Elanor pointed to the top of the stairs. A delighted squeal came from there, and a second 


later, Taylor emerged from around the corner, Arwen under one arm, her hands spread out like airplane wings. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, seatbacks and tray tables must be in their upright and locked position as we enter our 


final descent into Grohl Kitchen...” 


He carrier her down the stairs, grabbing the railing with his other hand to stay steady, then gently planted 


her on her feet. She wrapper her arms around his leg. "More!" 
He knelt down and ruffled her hair. "Later, sweetheart. This airplane needs some fuel." 
"El, Arwen, guess what?" Dave squatted and reached out to the girls. 


"What?" Two excited voices. Arwen bounced eagerly on her tip toes, her arms still wrapped around Taylor's 


knee. 
"Grandma Ginny's coming over!" 
Their faces lit up. "Really?" 


Dave nodded, smiling. "Go set the table for breakfast, okay? She'll be here soon" He rose, his eyes finding 
Taylor's. Tay glanced at him and quickly looked away, focusing on his bare feet. 


The girls chatted excitedly throughout breakfast. They had new toys to show grandma, and they had to go 
swimming because the pool was soooo nice right now, and may be she could mend Sally's torn dress, and re- 


attach Teddy's lost eye, and.. 


Dave listened to them contentedly. His relationship with his mother had always been good - really good. But 
something had changed since his daughters were born, since he became a parent, too. He loved watching her 
with the girls, loved how excited they were to see her. 


He glanced up at Taylor. He was watching the girls, too, or at least pretending to. If Dave wasn't mistaken, he'd 
been chewing the same bite of toast for the last few minutes. Dave's stomach tightened. Why was he so 
upset? 


As soon as the girls finished breakfast, he sent them upstairs to change into their bathing suits. Taylor got 
up, grabbing a couple of plates to bring to the sink. Dave gently eased them out of his hands. 


"You okay?" He asked softly, brushing a strand of hair away from his eyes. Taylor looked up at him nervously, 
"Do you want me to leave?" The sadness in his eyes broke Dave's heart. 

"Why would | want that?" He stroked Tay's cheek with his thumb gently. 

"Wor't she.. won't she wonder why l'm here?" 


"T, you're my best friend. Even if | didn't want to tell her about us, there'd be nothing weird about you being 


here..." 
Taylor's eyes widened. "Wait, even if.. What?" 


Dave smiled nervously, his intestines spinning into action again. "I'd. If it's okay with you... I'd like to tell her." 


Chapter 20 
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Taylor bit his lower lip, averting his gaze. "I don't know, D.." 


Dave picked up his hand. "Tay, you know how close | am to her. I've never kept anything important from her in 


my life. And you're... You're the most important thing that's happened to me since Arwen was born" 
Tay squeezed his fingers. "What if she freaks out? Does she even know.. what happened?" 

Dave's face darkened. "No. I'm going to try to catch her in the driveway, before she sees the girls” 
Taylor met his gaze. "Don't you think this is a bit much to dump on her all at once?" 


Dave had to admit he had a point. "May be. | know | sound like a kid.. But | fuckin hate keeping secrets from 


her. 
"| know, babe. But this is one of those things where timing kinda matters, right?" 

He sighed. "I guess...” 

"What if we do the same thing we're doing with the girls for now? If she asks, you tell her. And if not." Dave 
nodded. That sounded reasonable enough. Trying to swallow away the disappointment that had settled firmly in 
his throat, he leaned into Taylor and felt his long, lithe arms wrap themselves around him. Soft lips touched 
the top of his head. "I love you, D" 

"Love you, too." He mumbled softly. 

Tay pulled back gently, cupping Dave's cheek in his hand. "D?" Dave looked up at him hesitantly. "You okay, 
babe?" Dave tried to smile. "Aww, baby.. Cme on, | don't want to make you sad.. If it means that much to you, 


tell her." 


Dave brushed his cheek against Taylor's shoulder. It meant the world to hear him say that. "Nah, you are 
right." He kissed the slightly parted mouth softly. "I've got enough storytelling to do today." 


Taylor squeezed his hand. "Okay." 


eR 


They had just settled outside by the pool when Dave's phone buzzed again He glanced at Tay nervously. 

"Hey, Mal Are you here?" 

"Hi honey. Yes, we're pulling into the driveway right now." 

"Okay, be right out" 

Tay sat up at the end of his lounge chair, his back unusually straight. "Want me to come with you?" 

Dave shook his head no. "Can you stay with the girls for a few minutes?" 

‘Of course." 

He reached the driveway just in time to see a black Lincoln pull in Dave broke into a run, his heart pounding. 
Virginia stepped out of the car to meet him, smiling; they embraced. The moment her arms encircled him, 
Dave felt his tear ducts come to life. There was something about being in his mother's embrace, even now, 
that made him feel like a little kid. A little kid who had just scratched his knee, and had been trying so hard not 
to cry.. 

The Lincoln departed discreetly, leaving Virginia's bags on the pavement. Dave pulled away, swallowing. 

"Ma, there's something | need to tell you before we go in" 

She looked at him worriedly. "What's wrong, sweetheart?" 

He took a deep breath. "Marina.. left me." There. That was the worst part, right? He glanced up at his mother. 
No, not the worst. This - the look of shock, the sadness in her eyes - was far harder to bear. He averted his 
gaze, staring at his bare feet instead. 

'|.. | don't understand. Where did she go? And what about the girls?" 

"| don't know. And she left them with me. Gave me full custody." 

Virginia shook her head in disbelief. "But... When? Why?" 

Dave sighed. "She left the night before we got back from tour." He spotted the panic in his mother's eyes and 
hastened to reassure her. "She called our babysitter, so the girls weren't alone. l.. She left me a letter that 


said she couldn't do this anymore, she wasn't happy. That's it.. Oh, and divorce papers, obviously." 


He risked looking up again. She was watching him intently, her eyes wide. As soon as his gaze met hers, she 
pulled him back into her arms. "| am so sorry, honey." She said softly, her hand grasping the back of his head. 


He lay his head against her shoulder. 

"Thanks, Mom. I'm actually okay," he said earnestly. That was true. He was okay. He had Taylor. "And the girls 
are okay, for the most part. El's having a bit of a hard time, but they're much better than | thought they'd 
be." 


She looked into his eyes uncertainly. "How can you possibly be okay?" 


Dave shuffled his feet uncomfortably. How was he supposed to answer without telling her? "Well, we hadn't 
been happy for a while... In a way, it's easier like this, you know? And the girls are with me.." 


"Have you been here with them all by yourself?" 
"No, Taylor." 


He didn't get a chance to finish. The front door opened, and Elanor and Arwen burst down the driveway. Virginia 
scooped them both into her arms, kissing the tops of their heads tenderly. 


"My girls! I've missed you so much!" 

"We missed you too, gramma" Arwen reached up to kiss her cheek. 

Dave looked away, brushing a tear from his cheek. What the fuck was wrong with him today? He glanced up 
tentatively and his face split into a smile. Taylor was ambling toward them, nervously trying to tuck his soaking 
hair behind his ears. He stopped next to Dave, who immediately rested his palm on his lower back. Tay's eyes 


widened, but he didn't move away. 


Virginia stood up, letting the girls go, and her eyes landed on Taylor. Dave quickly dropped his hand. She smiled 


warmly. 

"Taylor! Its so good to see you." She reached out to him and he wrapped his arms around her. 

‘Its good to see you, too, Ginny." 

"Tay's been hanging out with us this past week, Mom," Dave offered casually. Virginia glanced around, looking 
for the girls. They were trying to do cartwheels on the lawn, with little success. She smiled and looked up at 
Taylor. 


"You're a good friend,” she said seriously. 


"There's nowhere more important for me to be," Taylor said softly, and blushed bright red, realizing what he'd 
just said. Virginia patted his shoulder. 


‘lm glad you're here." She turned to pick up her bags. Taylor grabbed Dave's hand, panicked. 
"I'm sorry," he mouthed, watching her out of the corner of his eye. Dave squeezed his fingers reassuringly. 


‘Its okay," he whispered, letting go and rushing to help his mother. "Ma, no, give us those!" He grabbed one of 
her suitcases; Taylor, still shaken, picked up the other. 


Virginia laughed. "Well, look at this. I've got half of the Foo Fighters carrying my luggage. I'm one lucky woman!" 
"Maaa," Dave whined, heading toward the house. Taylor grinned. 

"Well, there'd be no Foo Fighters if it weren't for you, ma'am. It's the least we can do." 

"Hmm, well, when you put it that way...” 

They spent most of the day outside in the backyard, though the girls took their grandma upstairs for some 
time to show her their new dollhouse. When they returned, Virginia had a sewing kit in her hands and the girls 
were carrying handfuls of doll clothes that, they claimed, "really needed to be fixed" Dave stared at them in 
wonder. They never patched up their own clothes - why the insistence that Sally looooved her pink dress and 
absolutely wouldn't stand for getting a new one? But as he watched the girls follow every move of Ginny's 


fingers as she patched up the swatch of pink cloth, he decided he didn't care. 


After dinner, he offered to drive Virginia home. Elanor watched as he slipped his wallet in the pocket of his 
shorts, her lip trembling. He sat down on the floor next to her and pulled her into his arms. 


"Can | come with you?" She whispered into his shoulder. 
He stroked her hair gently. "No sweetie.. Stay here with Arwen and Uncle T, okay?" 
"Why can't | come?" He could hear the tears in her voice; his heart tightened painfully. 


"Because if you come, Arwen will want to, too. And then we'll have to move the car seats, and that takes time. 


Grandma's really tired, so | just want to get her home quick." 

"You promise you'll be back?" 

"| don't just promise, | pinky swear." 

She pulled away hesitantly. "Okay." Taylor held his arms out to her. 

"C'me on, munchkin. Let's clean up this kitchen and then watch some Dora, okay?" 


In the car, Virginia turned down the radio and turned to Dave. "I'm so proud of you, sweetheart” 


He squeezed her hand, glancing at her out of the corner of his eye. "Thanks, mom. I'd probably be a total 
wreck if | was by myself though." 


She shook her head. "No, you wouldn't. But I'm glad you don't have to find out" They rode in silence for a few 
minutes. Finally, she spoke again. "So how long is Taylor going to be staying with you?" 


Dave swallowed nervously. Fuck. "l'm... not sure. For a while..." 
Virginia nodded. "He's a good man" 

"Yea, he's pretty amazing.” 

"He cares about you a lot" 


"He does.. | care about him a lot, too." He could feel her eyes on his face, trying to read him. He clutched the 
steering wheel tighter. 


"David, you don't have to tell me anything.. but." His stomach churned nervously. "Is he.. are the two of you..” 
She paused, turning to face the road. "Nevermind, I'm sorry. It's none of my business.’ 


Dave's heart rattled around his ribcage, trying to make another escape. "How did you know?" He asked softly. 


She smiled, and he exhaled, relieved. "It's kind of hard not to. The way you boys look at each other..." He felt his 
cheeks turn bright red. 


"I love him, ma. I've loved him for years.. And he loves me, and | know this is probably really weird, but." He 


was rambling, he knew. But he needed her to understand, needed her to know what Tay meant to him. 


"Shhh," she placed her hand over his gently to still him. "It's all right, honey. All| want is for you to be happy. 


And I've never seen you as happy as when you boys are together.” 
He wanted to wrap his arms around her right then and there. "You're not weirded out by this?" 


She glanced at him thoughtfully. "It's not what | would've imagined for you, probably. But no. We don't control 


who we fall in love with, David. Just take good care of each other." 
They pulled into her driveway. He put the car in park and pulled her into his arms. "I love you, mom." 
"| love you, too, sweetheart" He kissed her cheek. 


He helped her carry her suitcases inside, then hugged her again 


"IIl call you tomorrow, okay?" 
"All right. Give Taylor a hug for me, okay?" 
He nodded, suddenly shy. She headed toward the house. 


"Mom?" He called out softly. She turned. "Thank you." 
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Dave found Taylor and the girls in the family room, watching the latest Dora and Diego on the big screen 
Arwen had curled up in Taylor's lap; when Dave came in, Elanor reached out to him silently, climbing into his 
arms as soon as he sat down. Dave brushed his arm against Tay's, who leaned into his touch, a hint of a smile 


playing on his lips. 

Later that night, after the girls had fallen asleep, Dave found him in the bedroom, strumming a guitar. 
"Whatcha doing?" He asked softly, shutting the door behind him. 

‘Ive had this riff in my head all day. Just trying to figure out the chords." 

"Cool. Can | hear it?" 

‘lm not sure I've got the last part right yet. But here.." He started strumming again, and Dave closed his eyes, 
letting the melody wash over him. It was simple and pure, and beautifully candid. It'd fit perfectly with Tay's 
raspy voice. 


It's great,” he said softly. 


“Thanks. I've still got to find the ending," he put the guitar aside. "But I'll figure it out later. How'd the drive 


go?" Dave hesitated, his fingers drumming on his knees nervously. Taylor took his hands into his own. "D?" 
"She asked.. About us." 


Tay's fingers tightened around his. Dave looked up and saw that he was smiling. "I'm not surprised.. She's a 


pretty perceptive woman" 


Dave let go of the breath he'd been holding. He nodded. "I asked how she knew and she said from the way we 
looked at each other." Callused fingers stroked his knuckles gently. 


"Is she okay with it?" 


"I think so. She said she'd never seen me as happy as when I'm with you. Told me to give you a hug for her." 


Taylor tugged on his arm playfully. "Well, what are you waiting for?" 
Dave laughed, pulling him close. "You're not mad?" 


Tay pulled back, his gaze suddenly serious. "Of course not He sighed. "Its not that | don't want people to know, 


D. Im just scared, you know?" 
Dave touched his cheek gently. "Scared of what, babe?" 


Taylor averted his gaze. "Scared of people close to us not being able to accept this. More than anything, scared 
of how that would affect us.. What if your mom had freaked out, you know? Would you still want to be with 


me?" Dave traced his thumb over the drummer's cheekbone. 
"Would it change things for you, if people didn't approve?" 


Tay turned to face him. "No, of course not. But I." He looked away again. Dave sighed. What would it take to 
make Taylor understand that he wanted this just as much as he did? 


"T, look at me." Taylor glanced up reluctantly. Dave placed his palm on either side of his face, gently raking his 
fingers through Tay's blond locks. He leaned toward him, holding the drummer's gaze until their lips touched. He 
closed his eyes then, savoring Taylor's taste, trying to pour every bit of his love for this incredible man into 


that kiss. Tay moaned softly against him, gripping his back closer. 


When they pulled apart, Dave rested his hand on the back of Taylor's head, leaning his forehead against the 


drummer's. Chocolate eyes found hazel again 

"| love you, Taylor Hawkins" Dave whispered. "I don't care if everyone else stops speaking to me because | am 
with you - that's never gonna change. They're gonna have to fucking get over it, because I'm not giving this 
up, no matter what" 

Tay smiled, brushing his lips against Dave's tenderly. "I love you, too. And I'm sorry...” 

Dave brushed his apology aside and sat back, scrunching up his nose. "I need a shower dude." Taylor laughed. 
"Okay, get to it then" 

Dave grinned wickedly. "Wanna join me?" 

Tay's eyes widened as a huge smile spread across his face. "You bet." He got up and held out his hand. Dave 


stood up and pulled him close again, feeling Tay's pelvis rub against his own. His breath got caught in his 


throat. 


They moved toward the bathroom, stumbling over each other, laughing at their clumsiness, unwilling to let go. 
Dave turned on the water, one hand still on Tay's lower back When he faced the drummer again, the passion in 
those hazel eyes made him instantly hard. He shuddered as Tay's fingers crept beneath his shirt, tugging it 
over his head. Swallowing, he slipped his fingers beneath the waistband of Tay's shorts, following the curve of 
his ass. Taylor grabbed the back of his neck and pressed his lips to Dave's with a needy groan. Dave smiled 
against his mouth, pulling at the drummer's t-shirt. Tay broke the kiss to allow the shirt to slip off; the 


moment it was gone, he pressed his chest flush against Dave's, joining their lips once more. 
"| could spend the rest of my life kissing you," Dave whispered into his mouth. Tay moaned against him. 


"| wouldn't complain," he said quietly as his fingers unbuttoned Dave's cargo shorts. The shorts fell to the 
floor, car keys clanging against the tiles. Dave ran his hands over Taylor's torso, feeling the drummer's 


muscles ripple beneath his skin. 


"Remember the Hot Buns shoot?" He whispered, his breath hot against the drummer's ear as he undid the 
knot holding up Taylor's shorts. 


"How could | forget?" Tay slipped Dave's boxers over his hips as he stepped out of his own shorts. As they 
pressed their bodies together, clothes finally out of the way, his eyes met Dave's. "I spent that whole fucking 
day praying I'd make it through without getting a hard on 


Dave laughed. "Saaame here. Why do you think | put you so far away from me?" 
Taylor grinned. "Ha, | was wondering about that." 


"Yea, well," Dave kissed his neck, flicking his tongue against his collarbone. Tay's fingers scratched against his 
shoulder. "Let's get in?" 


They stepped inside the bathtub, drawing the purple curtain closed behind them. As warm water cascaded over 
them, Dave pulled away, running his eyes up and down Taylor's lanky form. His gaze traveled from his defined, 
lithe arms, to the broad chest, speckled with coffee-colored freckles, down to the hipbones that had been 
driving him wild for years, that he never thoughts he'd get a chance to touch.. Less shy than he'd been the 
night before, he let his eyes linger on Tay's erection, surprised at how badly he wanted to run his tongue up 


and down his shaft. He glanced up to find Taylor watching him intently. 
"You're stunning,” he whispered thickly. Taylor ran his hand down his chest, stopping just above his groin 


"You're pretty fuckin’ hot yourself," he murmured against Dave's lips. Dave tried to deepen the kiss, but Taylor 
placed a hand on his chest to still him. He started to grumble something in protest, but the feeling of Taylor's 
fingers raking through his hair shut him up. He let Tay guide his head beneath the shower stream, enjoying 

the soothing heat. Taylor's fingers disappeared for a second and he looked up, searching for him. The drummer 


squeezed a dollop of shampoo into his palm, smiling when he caught Dave watching him. 


"C'me here, babe." 


Dave turned around, facing the water, and tipped his head back to give Taylor better access. The combination 
of Tay's fingers massaging his scalp and water cascading over his aching cock nearly sent him over the edge. 


Taylor helped him rinse out the shampoo, using his palms to keep the lather from slipping over Dave's eyes. 


"This is the sexiest fucking thing I've ever seen," he said softly as he turned Dave around again to rub in some 


conditioner. Dave could only moan in response. 


Just when he thought this couldn't possibly get any better, Taylor's hands, now slick with soap, slid over his 
back. Dave opened his eyes, searching for Tay's gaze. He couldn't form a coherent sentence, but he needed 
Taylor to know how fucking incredible this felt. The drummer smirked playfully when their eyes met. "Feels 
good, huh?" Dave groaned softly, nodding. "Best's yet to come.." Dave gripped the wall for support. 


Taylor ran his hands up and down Dave's back and chest, lathering his skin with eucalyptus-scented soap, his 
callused fingers contrasting deliciously with the softness of his palms. Dave inhaled sharply as he felt those 

hands slip beneath his bellybutton to his groin Tay's fingers stroked his cock, setting every nerve in his body 
on fire. Needing more contact, he grabbed a handful of the drummer's hair, crashing his lips over his. Taylor 


allowed their tongues to entwine for a moment, then pulled back again. 
"Tay." Dave knew he was begging. A callused fingers brushed across his lip gently. 
"Shh... Just hold onto that wall," came a soft, raspy reply. 


Dave opened his eyes just in time to see Taylor's mouth wrap around his cock. He gripped the wall desperately 
as his knees buckled. "Fuck, T.." Nothing had ever felt this good. Nothing compared to the feel of that tongue 
flicking against him, that hot mouth on his skin. He wanted to close his eyes, to drown in the sensation, but he 
couldn't take his eyes off Tay's sun-kissed hair, glistening in the lilac light, and those gorgeous hazel eyes that 
flicked up to his playfully from time to time.. 


He cried out Taylor's name when he came, clutching the drummer's shoulder as wave after wave of pleasure 
crashed over him. Tay stood up and wrapped his arms around him, holding him close as the aftershocks 

coursed through his body. When Dave finally looked up, he smiled, brushing the hair away from his face. Dave 
pulled him into a searing kiss. He was surprised to taste himself on Tay's tongue. And doubly surprised to find 


that he didn't mind that one bit. 


Let's go to bed," he murmured, running his thumb along the underside of Tay's shaft. "My turn.” 
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They dried off, shyly stealing glances at each other from time to time. Dave wrapped his towel around his 
middle as Taylor tried to wring the water out of his hair. He laughed as Tay shook his head in frustration, 
sending water flying all around the bathroom. Taylor scowled at him. 


"How come your hair dries like a normal person's and mine's like a fuckin’ sponge?” 


Dave came up behind him and pulled the towel out of his hands. Without a word, he wrapped it around Tay's 
head, letting it soak in the remaining water. He proceeded to massage the drummer's scalp with it, drying the 
golden strands some more. Taylor moaned softly into his shoulder. Deciding he was dry enough for the 
moment, Dave slung the towel low over Tay's hips before turning him around and gently nudging him out of 
the bathroom. Halfway to the bed, he couldn't restrain himself anymore; wrapping his arms around the 
drummer's chest, he pressed his lips to his nape, leaving a trail of kisses down his spine. Tay shuddered 
beneath him, gripping his arms for support. 


"D." The plea in that scratchy, delicious voice made Dave grow hard again. He spun Taylor around, catching the 
drummer's lips in his own Tay wrapped his arms around him, strong fingers digging into his back. Dave leaned 
forward a bit, toppling them both onto the bed. With one fluid motion, he whipped Tay's towel off him. Taylor's 
eyes widened; his mouth opened in a soft "oh" before dissolving into an eager smile. Chuckling, Dave gave him a 
quick peck on the lips before starting his journey southward, licking and nipping his way down his chest and 
stomach. Taylor squirmed beneath him, ragged breaths mixing with increasingly louder moans. Dave moved 
back up his body, tracing his earlobe with his tongue. 


"Shhh... Not so loud, babe..." 
Taylor turned his head. Hazel eyes glared at him through half-closed lids. "Quit fuckin’ torturing me then!" 


Dave smirked. "Hmm... Nah, I'm not done with you just yet” He dipped his head again as Taylor groaned, grazing 
his teeth over the drummer's nipple. Tay cried out softly; his back arched. Dave smiled, moving back down to 
his stomach and flicking the tip of his tongue against Taylor's navel. Each sound Tay made was bringing him 

closer and closer to the edge - as fucking fantastic as it had been to have Taylor pleasure him, watching him 


writhing on his bed now was even better. 


With his tongue, he followed the trail of hair from Tay's navel down to his groin Here he paused, tracing 
Taylor's hipbones with his fingertips thoughtfully. He glanced up at Taylor, and found those hazel eyes watching 
him, hooded with pleasure. He took a deep breath and took Tay into his mouth. 


If he had any doubts about doing this, the sound that escaped Taylor when Dave wrapped his lips around him 
made them disappear. Dave grinned, flicking his eyes up to Tay's face as he worked him with his mouth. The 
drummer had raised himself up on his arms, tipping his head back, his eyes closed, as soft, needy moans 
tumbled from his mouth. Dave cupped his hand around his balls and received the loudest moan yet in return. 
Encouraged, he slipped his fingers lower, trying to find his way to Tay's entrance. To his surprise, Taylor 
tensed immediately, clenching and digging his hips into the mattress. The moans ceased. Dave pulled back, 
startled, moving his hand to Tay's hipbones instead. Taylor relaxed, the soft sounds resuming as Dave's fingers 
caressed his skin reassuringly. He bucked his hips as Dave swirled his tongue around his head, burying his own 
fingers in the dark hair. 


"Fuck, D.. I'm gonna." 


Dave swallowed every last drop, savoring the shockwaves that shook Taylor's body. Wiping his lips with the 
back of his hand, he settled by Tay's side, pulling the drummer against him. Taylor buried his face in his neck. 


"That was fucking incredible," he whispered thickly. 

Dave kissed the top of his head. 

‘I'm sorry if | freaked you out." He said quietly, gently massaging the drummer's back. 

Taylor tensed again. "You didn't" 

"But." 

"Let's get some sleep, okay?" 

Dave stared at the blond head, confused. Something told him that it wasn't a good idea to push the subject. 
"Okay. | love you," he whispered softly into Taylor's hair. 

Tay looked up; Dave's stomach churned uncomfortably at the sadness in those hazel eyes. 

‘| love you, too, babe." 

Soft lips touched his tenderly before Tay turned around to face the window. Dave spooned against him, feeling 


the lanky body mold perfectly against his own. He closed his eyes, sinking into Taylor's warmth. What the fuck 
had just happened here? 


eR 


Taylor didn't sleep much that night. He stared at the starlit sky, trying to lose himself in the warmth of 
Dave's arms. He had hoped desperately that this wouldn't happen, that Dave's touch wouldn't set him off like 
this, that he'd be able to remember that this was his best friend, the love of his life, that he was safe. But 
as soon as he felt those fingers slip a little too low, the panic had set in, raw and cruel, like the nightmares 


that had haunted his nights for so many years.. 
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They avoided the subject for the next few days. Realizing that Taylor wanted some space, Dave took the girls 
out shopping and to the beach, letting him escape to the studio for a while. At night, he caressed him gently, 
sticking to places he knew Tay enjoyed being touched. The first evening, Taylor tensed the moment Dave's hand 
reached beneath his shirt, and he spent several minutes caressing the drummer's back, trying to get him to 
relax. The next day though, Tay pounced on him the moment he walked into the bedrom, devouring his mouth 
with such passion that Dave started to think that may be he had imagined the whole thing, that Tay hadn't 
actually freaked out at all, that he, Dave, had overreacted.. 


Then, Arwen got sick and he spent two nights in one of the guestrooms with her, struggling to sleep in the 
cold twin bed. It was during those days, when he spent every waking moment with his little girl, that he 
realized just how much he'd come to depend on Taylor. While he and Arwen sat on the couch, watching hour 
upon hour of cartoons, Tay and Elanor went to buy groceries, cooked three meals a day, and picked up the 


antibiotics the pediatrician insisted on prescribing from the pharmacy. 

"You're fuckin’ amazing, you know that?" Dave whispered, wrapping his arms around Taylor from behind as the 
drummer unloaded the dishwasher. Elanor was already in bed, and Arwen had finally fallen asleep. Dave knew 
that he had to get back to the guestroom soon in case she woke up, but he missed Taylor so fucking bad it 
hurt. Tay closed the cupboard door and spun around in his arms, capturing his mouth with his own. Their 
Tongues found each other, intertwining longingly. Dave pulled away with a soft moan. 

"How's she doing?" Taylor brushed a few strands of hair away from Dave's eyes. 

"She's asleep. And | think the fever's gone for good" 

"Good. Poor kid." 

"Yea, | know. She's a tough one though." 


"I noticed How are you holding up?" 


Dave sighed. "I'm not nearly as tough as she is." He was only half kidding. Tay grinned and kissed him again 
lightly. "| miss you." 


‘Mmmm, | miss you too." 


Dave brushed his cheek against Taylor's. Reluctantly, he headed back upstairs. 

Arwen's fever did not return the next day, and try as he might, Dave could not keep her on the couch a 
moment longer. After checking with the pediatrician to make sure she was no longer contagious, he let her play 
with Violet in the family room. Taylor joined them, and together they built an extensive fort that involved 
every detachable pillow cushion that they could get their hands on. In the middle of the game, Tay told them 
he'd be right back and disappeared. A few minutes later, Dave saw him outside, his cell phone pressed to his 
ear. His heart constricted. He forced himself to look away, and found himself gazing into Elanor's blue eyes. 
"When are Sam and Bianca coming back, Daddy?" She asked softly. 

Dave pulled her into a hug. How did she know? "In a few days, sweetheart. On Monday, | think.” 

"Uncle T misses them a lot, doesn't he?" 

"All the time," Dave said quietly. She nodded. 

"I wish they could come live with us," she whispered into his shoulder. 

"| do, too, sweetheart. | do, too...” 

Taylor didn't return for some time. Dave watched the door out of the corner of his eye, unsure about 
whether he should go out and find him. Just when he finally made the decision to follow him outside, the door 
slid open and Tay entered, tucking his phone into his back pocket. Elanor scrambled up and ran to him. He picked 


her up, hugging her to him tightly. Dave watched them, his heart swelling with both joy and sadness. 


Taylor set Elanor on the floor gently and sat down next to Dave. Dave put an arm around his shoulders as El 
ran off to help her sister with the fort's "bedroom." 


"How is he?" He asked softly. 
Taylor shrugged. "Okay, | guess. Trying to be brave for me." 
"Aw, T." Dave rested his head against Tay's. "I'm so sorry, babe." 


"You know what he told me?" Taylor said, his voice barely audible. "He said he was glad | was here.. Not home 


by myself" 
Dave squeezed his shoulder. "That's a pretty amazing kid you got there.’ 
Tay nodded. "I don't know where he gets it from..” 


Dave stroked his cheek with his thumb. "I do." 


That night, Arwen returned to her normal room ("Don't worry, Daddy, I'll look after her," Elanor told him) and 
Dave came back to his own bedroom. Taylor had his laptop on his knees. When he heard the door open, he 


closed it and laid it on the floor. 

Dave smiled, crawling onto the bed next to him. "You can finish what you were doing. | can wait." 

Taylor grabbed his wrist and pulled him closer, till their chests lay flush against each other. "Yea, but | can't" 
They kissed, warm, soft lips wrestling gently with each other as hands tugged shirts off each others backs, 
and fingers undid the buttons and ties holding up their shorts. Their clothes safely piled on top of Tay's laptop, 
they pressed their bodies together, losing themselves in each other's touch. Dave pulled away a bit, rolling 
Taylor onto his back. 

"Someone's excited," he said teasingly, his eyes flicking to Tay's groin 

"Oh, like you're any better," Taylor groaned, pinching his nipple gently. Dave moaned. Grinning, he dipped his head, 
taking Tay deep into his mouth. He heard a sharp intake of breath and felt the drummer shudder above him. 
Taylor's fingers found his hair again. Dave glanced up and saw those beautiful hazel eyes watching him intently, 
hungrily. Instinctively, his fingers traveled lower again, gently searching for Tay's entrance. The moment he got 
close to his destination, Taylor's muscles clamped shut again, and the hips he'd been caressing pulled away 
sharply. Dave released him and sat up, his heart pounding anxiously. 

"T, what's wrong?" 

Taylor turned his head toward the window, refusing to look at him. "I just don't like that, okay?" 


Dave had a feeling that wasn't the whole story. "Have you ever tried? It's supposed to be amazing..." 


Tay spun around, his eyes blazing with a very different fire. "Why the fuck can't you just let it go, man?" He 
spat. Dave stared at him, dumbfounded. 


"l. | just." 


"You just what? Just really want to fuck me?" Dave's eyes widened. Before he had a chance to respond, Taylor 
flipped over onto his stomach, turning his head away again. "Here then. Fuck me." 


Dave watched him, hurt and pissed, speechless.. and terrifyingly aroused. He had to get the fuck out of there 
before he said or did something they would both regret forever. He threw on his shorts and rushed out of 
the room, shutting the door quietly behind him with all the restraint he could muster. 
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Taylor heard the door click shut and shuddered, burying his head in his pillow. A wave of nausea swept 
through him as the tears came, hot and swift, and blinding. Sixteen years of waiting, longing, dreaming.. And he 
fucked it up after one goddamn week. 


He thought of Dave, of his warm, secure hands, of those kind eyes the color of coffee. Of the feel of his body, 
the embrace that had long ago become his very definition of home. Dave, who was probably hurting like mad 
right now, not understanding what he'd done to cause that disgusting outburst.. That last thought punched 
Taylor straight in the gut, jolting him out of bed. He had to find him, had to explain. He owed him that much. 


Taylor ambled through the hallways, looking for any streak of light, any sound that might lead him to Dave. 
But the house was silent, and the only light he found came from a couple of nightlights Dave had installed for 
the girls. Growing desperate, Taylor rushed to the basement. He searched the family room, the studio. Nothing. 
On his way back toward the stairs, he glanced outside, and a soft sob escaped him. 


A dark haired figure sat on the edge of one of the lounge chairs, his shoulders slumped forward. Taylor opened 


the sliding door and shuffled toward him, his heart rattling so hard that it was difficult to walk. 


Dave didn't look up when he drew near. Taylor settled on the lounge chair next to his, wringing his hands 


nervously. 


"Dave?" He croaked softly. The singer sat up straighter, his eyes fixed on the patio crack a few feet in front 


of him. "D, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry... 


Dave turned his head slightly, still not looking at him. Taylor's eyes filled again when he saw the pain in that 
beautiful face. "What the fuck was that, T?" 


Taylor swallowed. "|.. Fuck.. I'm not trying to excuse what just happened, okay? There is no excuse.. But.. When | 
was fifteen.. there was this guy.. a friend of my brother's." He paused and drew a deep breath, forcing his 
voice to stay even. "He was this like all-American athlete dude, you know? | kind of had a crush on him, | 
guess." He looked up at Dave. The singer sat, frozen, his head cocked toward Taylor guardedly. "One weekend, 
my parents were out of town, and Jason and | threw this big party, and invited like half our town. That guy.. 
was there, too. We were all drinking, and he started getting all, like, touchy-feely with me” Dave's eyes widened, 
Taylor balled his hands into fists, trying to muster the strength to keep talking. "He.. asked me to see my 
room. | didn't fucking think twice about it.. And so we're up there, and he's trying to kiss me, and | let him. | 


was fuckin’ thrilled to let him.. But then.. Then he started taking my shorts off" He could feel Dave's eyes on 
him now, but couldn't make himself look up. "I tried to fight him off.. But | was this scrawny band kid, you 
know? | didn't fuckin’ stand a chance.. He pinned me to the bed.. And." Taylor's voice broke. Warm, familiar 
hands covered his gently, tentatively. He sniffled, squeezing them gratefully. "He.. stuck his dick inside me. No 
lube, nothing. | tried to scream, but | fuckin’ couldn't. It hurt so fuckin’ bad.. " 


‘Oh God, T." Taylor glanced up and saw his own pain reflected in those chocolate eyes. A tear tricked down 
Dave's cheek. He squeezed Tay's fingers. Taylor dropped his gaze again 


"He didn't get to finish... He continued bitterly. "Some girl, my cousin, | think, knocked on the door and he got 


distracted for a second. | managed to push him off me and get out of there." 
"Did you tell anyone?" Dave's asked, his voice barely above a whisper. 


Taylor shook his head no. "Never." He heard a soft sob and looked up. Dave had hung his head, his dark hair 
falling like a curtain in front of his face. Tay's heart tightened. "| thought | was over it.. But." 


Dave looked up, his eyes full. "When | touched you.." 
Taylor couldn't fight the tears anymore. "I wanted to let you, | wanted it to be okay...” Please, Dave, hug me. Tell 
me itll be okay. Tell me | still have you. Strong, tender arms enveloped him, pulling him into the safest, most 


loving embrace he could wish for. He buried his head in Dave's chest. "| am so sorry, D." 


Shh... It's okay, baby. It's okay." He felt Dave's lips touch the side of his face and sobbed harder, clinging to the 


singer's back. 
"I fucking hate him, you know? Not for what happened back then.. For this." 


Dave stroked his back soothingly. When he spoke, Tay was taken aback by the bitterness in his voice. "Where is 


that motherfucker now, anyway?" 
"He moved away. | don't know where, but he's not in Cali anymore. 
"Too bad. That'll make it harder for me to fuckin’ murder him" 
Taylor pulled closer, suddenly terrified. "He's not worth it, D" 


Another sob escaped the singer. "I can't stand the thought of someone.. | could fuckin." He stumbled and fell 
silent, pressing his cheek against Tay's. 


"I know, babe," Taylor whispered. "I'd feel the same way." He paused, hesitating. "I'm gonna go talk to someone." 
He said finally. Dave looked up, startled. Tay touched his cheek gently. "I thought | could figure this out, you 


know? But | can't." Tears flooded the chocolate eyes again. "I don't want this to get in our way, D. You're...” 


Taylor dropped his gaze. "You're the best fucking thing thats ever happened to me. I'm not gonna fuck this up 


again" 
A warm, callused finger slipped beneath his chin, gently tipping his head up. Dave had pushed back his tears 
and was staring at him intently. "I love you," he said softly. "And l'm here, always. If there's anything | can do, 


whatever you need..." 


Taylor leaned in, resting his cheek against Dave's shoulder. Here was his wall, his shelter. "Just you," he 
whispered. 


Dave dropped his head, touching his face to Taylor's. "Always." 
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Dave rose, gently pulling Taylor up with him. His arm wrapped tightly around the drummer's shoulders, he lead 
him back into the house and up the two flights of stairs. Once in the bedroom, he gently guided Tay onto the 
bed, pushing the covers out of their way. Taylor stared at him from his pillow, his eyes still wide, nervous. 
Dave slid in beside him, tugging the covers over them. He put his arm around the drummer again and pulled 
him close. Taylor hid his face in his shoulder and Dave tightened his embrace, gently rubbing his back. You are 
sate. | love you. Tay relaxed against him, yawning. Good 


"Get some sleep, babe," Dave whispered, pressing his lips to his temple. 

"De" 

"Yea?" 

"You're not mad at me, are you?" 

The words were so childlike, so unlike Tay. Tears prickled at Dave's nose again. "Not at all.” 

‘| love you, Disco," came a soft, raspy reply. Dave pulled away a bit and kissed Taylor's mouth gently. 

"I love you, too, babe." 

Taylor fell asleep almost instantly, curled up in Dave's arms. Dave watched his chest rise and fall as he 
breathed, trying desperately to push the images of that horrible right out of his mind. They had appeared as 
Taylor spoke - the small bedroom covered in Police posters that he'd been in so many times, the twin bed in 
the corner with its plaid quilt. A slim boy with ash blond hair, slouching slightly as he watched the bigger, 
older kid, circle him like an animal circles his prey.. 

Fuck. Stop if, Dave. Stop it He needs you. You cant fuckin’ fall apart like this. He trusted you. Trusts you. A strand 


of golden hair slipped over Tay's nose and Dave brushed it away, tenderly tucking it behind his ear. The 


drummer sighed contentedly against him. Dave moved closer, nuzzling Taylor's hair. / will never let anyone hurt 


You. 


He must have drifted off, because the next thing he knew, someone was tugging at his shirt insistently. He 
rolled onto his back, his arm still draped around Tay's shoulder. In the dim glow of the nightlight, he could 
barely make out two wide blue eyes, staring at him from the edge of the bed. 


"Hey, baby girl.. What's wrong, sweetheart." 
The eyes filled with tears. "| had a nightmare." 


He held his arms out to her. "Shhh, come up here." She climbed onto the bed and snuggled against him. "Want 
to tell me about it?" 


"You went away... You went after mom." 


He placed his hand on the back of her head, gently pulling her to him. "It was just a dream, El. A bad dream. 


Itll never happen, | promise." 
"Because you love Uncle T now?" 
Dave's heart jumped to his throat. He took a deep breath. "Not only that. I'd never leave you, no matter what." 


"What if Uncle T went away?" 


‘lm not going anywhere, munchkin." Tay's scratchy voice, still drenched with sleep, made Dave jump. He turned 


his head to see the familiar blond face propped up on an elbow behind him. 
"Promise?" 


"| promise," Taylor said softly, slipping his hand over Dave's body to hold his pinky out to her. She wrapped her 


own small finger around it, her lips curling up in a smile. 


When they let go, she flopped onto her back, staring at the two men. Dave and Taylor glanced at each other. 
Now what? Elanor, it turned out, was just getting started. 


"Daddy, you know how Pat at my school has two mommies?" Dave nodded, pretty sure he knew what was 


coming. "Are we going to have two Daddies now?" 


He glanced at Taylor, his eyes wide. Tay smiled gently. "Don't you think you already have the best Daddy in the 
world, munchkin?" He asked, resting his chin on Dave's arm. 
Elanor grinned and nodded. "See, | can't compete with that. How about | keep being your super cool uncle?" She 


nodded again. 
"Okay. But you'll be the best daddy ever for Sam and Bianca. And Daddy will be their super cool uncle, right?" 


Dave nodded, squinting as Taylor grinned cheekily. "Well, he'll never be as cool as me." Dave reached behind 


him, tickling Tay's stomach. Elanor giggled delightedly as the drummer squirmed, trying to evade Dave's fingers. 


"Yea, yea, I'll never be as cool as you, Taylor. Ever." Elanor laughed harder. Dave turned to her, reaching for 


her tummy. "And what are you laughing at, young lady, huh?" 

She squealed and tried to roll away from him; he followed, tickling her back. Realizing she wasn't going to win 
this way, she changed tactics, turning toward him instead and burying her head in his chest. He wrapped his 
arms around her, unable to resist. She yawned. Dave glanced up at the clock. Three in the morning. Fuck. He 


ruffled her hair gently. 


"Think you can go back to sleep now, munchkin?" She nodded. "Do you want to stay here or are you going to be 


okay in your room?" 

She shrugged. "I don't want to leave Arwen alone." 

Dave kissed the top of her head as Taylor popped up behind him again 

"You're an awesome big sister, you know that?" He said quietly. She looked up, smiling. 


"Do you want me to take you back to your room?" Dave asked. She nodded again and picked up the hand he 
offered her. 


"Night, Uncle T" 

"Sleep good, munchkin" 

They were just outside the girls' door when she stopped. "Daddy?" 
He kneeled next to her. "What-y?" 

‘Im really glad Uncle T is here. 

He hugged her gently. "Me too, sweetheart" 


Taylor was waiting for him in the bedroom, resting his head on a pillow he'd propped up with his arm. "Hey," he 
said softly as Dave closed the door behind him. Dave climbed onto the bed and pulled him into his arms. 


"Hey yourself." 
"That went okay, right?" 
‘It went perfectly. Better than | could've expected. You're really good at this awkward conversation shit" 


Taylor smacked his butt lightly. "Ill take that as a compliment: 


"Good, ‘cause that's how | meant it." 
Tay pulled back a bit, finding Dave's gaze. "That was.. kind of perfect timing, you know?" 


Dave knew. He'd been thinking the same thing. He leaned in, pressing his lips to Taylor's tenderly. "Like it or not, 
you're part of this family now, T" 
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Taylor ambled into the kitchen the next morning just in time to see Dave pick up his phone. 

"Shifty! Hey man, good to hear from you." 

The girls glanced up from their cereal, flashing Tay two wide, nearly identical smiles. He ruffled their hair 
gently. God, he loved these kids. If only Sam and Bianca were here, he'd need nothing else in this world.. He 
settled next to Elanor and poured himself a cup of coffee. Dave had moved over to the window, but his voice 
carried so well that Tay didn't even have to strain to hear him. 

"Yea, dude, we should. You free this afternoon?" Pause. "Let's meet at 606. Can you call Ned and Pat?" Another 
pause. Dave turned toward Taylor and grinned. Oh oh. "Nah, don't worry, I'll make sure I's there." Taylor 
scowled at him - a useless move, really, since it only made the bastard smile wider. Dave slipped his phone into 
his pocket and came up behind Tay, wrapping his arms around his neck. "Elanor, Arwen, how would you like to 


go hang out at grandma's house for a bit today?" 


Arwen nodded immediately, but Taylor could see the hesitation in Elanor's eyes. "Just for a bit, munchkin" He 
said softly. He glanced up at Dave. "Band practice, right?" Dave nodded. 


Elanor stared at her cereal. "Why can't we come?" 


"Aw, sweetheart, believe me, you don't want to come. It's going to be booooring. Your dad's just gonna make us 


play the same five songs over and over and over and." By the eighth "over," El looked up, laughing. 
"Okay." 


Dave let go of Tay's neck and punched his shoulder playfully. "Way to make me look like a drill sergeant in front 
of my kids, dude!" 


"Hey, I'm just bein’ honest." 
Arwen tugged on Dave's arm. "Daaaadddyyy...” 
"Yes, baby girl?" 


"Can we go swimming before we go to gramma's?" 
g g g g 


"You sure can. Are you done with breakfast?" Two heads nodded energetically. "Okay, go get your bathing suits 
on then" 


Taylor watched them scamper up the stairs. "Those girls, dude, | swear. They're like fish with legs." 

Dave laughed. "Hey, it keeps them occupied, right?" Tay nodded. "You cool with this whole band practice thing?" 
"Since when do you ask me, boss?" 

Dave grinned, pulling Taylor into his arms. "Good point. Don't get used to it" 

Tay brushed his lips against Dave's teasingly. "Of course, | do get a say in whether you get any now.." 

"Fuck. Ummm..." He could feel the wheels turning in Dave's head, trying to figure out a response. 

Taylor pulled back, catching his eyes. "Don't worry, dude. | don't want this to change the band, okay?" Warm, 
sweet lips pressed against his lovingly. No words necessary. When they pulled apart, Tay squeezed his hand. 
"What do you want to tell them, babe?" 

Dave rested his palm against Taylor's cheek "What do you think? I'll do whatever you want" Tay leaned into his 
touch. What did he want? He wanted to climb all the fucking rafters in the world, shouting to everyone and 
anyone about how much he loved this incredible man. He had woken up around 6 that morning with Dave's 
arms around him, his first coherent thought made up of just two words: "Thank God." Thank God we're still 
here. Thank God this wasn't a dream. 

"Let's just tell them the truth," he said. He smiled as Dave's face lit up. 

They spent a couple of hours by the pool, then drove the girls to Virginia's. Elanor swallowed bravely as she 
hugged Dave good bye. As Ginny lead her and Arwen toward the house, Taylor saw Dave swallow, too. He 
touched his palm to the center of Dave's back. 

"I fucking hate this," Dave whispered, brushing his hand over his eyes. "I wish she could believe me.." 

"She's doing a lot better." Tay stroked his back gently. "No tears today, right?" 

Dave chuckled. "Not from her, anyway." 


"C'me on babe. The faster we get going, the faster we'll get back." 


As they pulled into the lot outside 606, Dave's grip on the steering wheel tightened. Taylor watched his face, 


his stomach squirming anxiously. "D? You okay?" 


Dave put the car in park and turned toward him. "Yea.. Just thinking about the last time | was here. It's only 
been what, ten days?" Taylor nodded, taking Dave's hands into his. "I fuckin’ called home from here before | got 
in a cab. And Esther picked up.." Tay tugged on the hand he was holding, and Dave leaned into his embrace. "Am 
| a fuckin’ terrible person for being glad she left?" 


Taylor laughed softly. "That makes two of us." He felt Dave's beard scratch against his neck as the singer 


smiled. 
"| love you, T" 
"I love you, too, babe." 


Dave pulled back and Taylor's breath hitched as those chocolate eyes found his. A warm, callused thumb 
traced his lips gently. It lingered for a second, before finding its way to the back of his neck, its rough skin 
replaced with a velvety, soft mouth. Taylor moaned, parting his lips to allow Dave's tongue to find his. His 
fingers stroked the singer's face, tracing his cheekbones before burrowing into his hair. Dave whimpered 
against him, and Tay felt that familiar heat stir in his abdomen that meant he'd better cut this short or he 
was going to have a problem that his shorts would never hide. Reluctantly, he pulled away, opening his eyes. 
His stomach plummeted to the ground. Dave had yet to look up, but there, just outside the car window, stood 
Shifty, his eyes very much open, his mouth parted in pure shock. 
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When Dave looked up, Taylor was staring at the window past his shoulder, his eyes wide. He followed the 


drummer's gaze. Fuck. Dave rolled down his window. 
"Hey man." 


Chris's wide-open mouth melted into an enormous, shit-eating grin. "So, how long has this been going on?" He 


asked teasingly. 


Dave let go of the breath he didn't even realize he was holding. He smiled, squeezing Taylor's hand and felt the 


drummer's fingers tighten around his. "About a week" 

"For real? Only?" 

Dave felt his jaw drop. "Whaddaya mean, only?" 

Chris shuffled his feet uncomfortably. ‘Nothing, | just thought. never mind” 

Taylor leaned on Dave's shoulder, grinning. "That obvious, huh?" 

The guitarist chuckled ‘Let's just say | am not totally surprised’ 

"Dude, | don't know, you looked pretty fuckin’ surprised a minute ago" 

Chris's cheeks flushed. "Yea, well, its not every day that you catch two of your closest friends making out" 
Dave nodded understandingly. "Point taken. C'me on, let's get in there.” 


As they walked toward the entrance, he draped his arm around Tay's shoulders. He was about to pull open the 
door when Chris hesitated, falling a step behind them. Taylor stopped and turned to face him. 


"Shifty, we okay?" 


Chris nodded slowly. "Yea.. It's just.” 


Dave ran his hands through his hair in frustration. "What's up, dude?" Taylor placed a hand on his lower back 
soothingly. 


‘Is none of my business, | know, okay?" Chris looked from one of them to the other, clearly uncomfortable. 


His eyes settled on Dave. "But D, aren't you married? Does Marina know?" 

Dave exhaled, relieved. Of course. Chris, the proper, by-the-book man, loyal and solid as always. "She left me, 
Chris. While we were touring. Before." He motioned to himself and Taylor. Chris's eyes widened. "T came over 
to help me with the girls.. And we sort of figured things out." 

‘lm so sorry, man" 

"Thanks, dude. It's for the best, really." 

Chris smirked. "Yea, | can see that. All right, well, for what it's worth, I'm happy for you two." 


Taylor let go of Dave and threw his arms around the guitarist. "It's worth a lot, dude." 


Inside, Pat and Nate were tuning their instruments. When the door clicked shut, their heads snapped up; Pat 
smiled. 


"Heeeey guys. Long time no see!" 
Dave grinned. He glanced at Taylor as Chris went to plug in his guitar. The drummer nodded nervously. 


"Hey guys?" Dave pulled Taylor close, his stomach churning again. "We've got to tell you something." Three 
pairs of eyes glanced up at them. Chris smiled encouragingly. "First, Marina left me." 


Pat looked stricken, Nate's mouth opened in surprise. "Dave, | am sorry, man." Pat said softly. "Are you okay? 


What about the girls?" 


Dave swallowed and felt Taylor's hand press against his back reassuringly. "She left them with me. Gave me 
full custody." 


"Thank God," Nate said quietly. 


Dave nodded. "Wait, there's more." He turned his head, meeting Taylor's eyes. "Taylor and l.. are together." Out 


of the corner of his eye, he saw Pat's lips curl into a knowing smile, while Nate stared at them, confused. 


"Wait, what do you mean?" 


Taylor turned his head toward the bassist. "He means that we're in love, Ned. And, you know, do stuff." 


The bassist looked like someone had clobbered him over the head. Pat came over and put his arms around 


Dave and Taylor's shoulders. 
"Well, all | can say is, finally! 

Chris grinned. “I know, right? That's pretty much what | said" 
Nate glanced at him. "Wait, you knew?" 

"| caught them making out in the parking lot a few minutes ago." 


Dave felt his cheeks flush. Pat laughed, but Nate shook his head incredulously. He forced a smile. "Congrats, 
guys." 


Dave looked at Taylor and saw his own concern reflected in the hazel eyes. "Nate, you okay man? 
Ned smiled again, but Dave noticed that the smile didn't reach his eyes. "Of course. I'm happy for you guys.” 


There were a few seconds of awkward silence. Tay looked down at his feet, running his fingers nervously 


through his hair. It was Pat who finally spoke. "So, are we gonna play or what?" 


The whole room seemed to exhale at his words. Taylor squeezed Dave's hand briefly before settling behind his 
drum kid. Dave slipped his guitar strap over his head and started to tune, trying to ignore the pit that had 
formed in his stomach. He glanced at Nate out of the corner of his eye. The redhead was fiddling with the 
knobs on his bass, his head bent low over the instrument. Someone squeezed Dave's arm gently. He looked up 


and found Pat's brown eyes watching him warmly. 
"He'll be okay," Pat mouthed. Dave nodded, forcing a smile. 


"All right, ready?" 


They played for ninety minutes straight, running through most of Wasting Light and a number of older songs. 
Taylor couldn't remember a tougher rehearsal. He tried with all his might to focus on the music, to lose 
himself in Dave's voice, but his eyes kept wondering over to Nate. The bassist played perfectly, impeccably. He 
stood stock still though, his fingers moving without the rest of his body. Each time Taylor looked at him, cold 
fear settled in the pit of his stomach and it was all he could do to keep his hands and feet moving. 


After "Walk," Dave called it quits for the day, clearly as frustrated and stressed out as Taylor felt. He pulled a 
few beers and a bottle of Gatorade from the fridge and held them out to the guys. Tay grabbed the Gatorade, 
his eyes finding Nate. He half-expected the bassist to rush out of the room and felt relief wash over him 


when Nate accepted the beer instead. The relief was short-lived, though. Nate, who always sipped his drinks 
slowly, making one or two beers last the amount of time it took Dave to knock back seven, chugged this bottle 
as if he hadn't had anything to drink in days. He tossed the empty bottle in the recycling bin and grabbed his 
car keys off his monitor. 


‘Sorry, guys, I've gotta get Brandon from his friend's house. See you soon 


He rushed out of the studio, barely looking at any of them. Dave swore under his breath. Taylor put down his 
Gatorade and headed for the door. 


"tll be right back" 

He ran out into the parking lot just in time to see Nate get into his car. 

"Mendel! Wait up, bud" 

Nate glanced at him hesitantly and closed the car door, leaning against in. "What's up, T?" 

"| should be asking you that. What's going on, dude? Is this whole me and Dave thing freaking you out?" 
Nate averted his gaze. "C'me on, T. You know me better than that” 

Taylor touched his shoulder gently. "That's the thing, Ned. | thought | did’ 

Nate scowled at him. "That makes two of us, Taylor. | thought | was supposed to be your best friend” 
Suddenly, Tay understood what all of this was about. "You're mad because | never told you: 

"You didn't just not tell me, T. You outright told me it wasn't true. That he was like a brother to you" 
Taylor nodded. "I know, man. | lied. lm sorry.” 

Nate looked taken aback by the apology. "Why didn't you tell me?" 


| was fuckin’ scared, man" He saw the hurt in the bassist's eyes and hurried on. "Not of telling you. Of 
admitting it to myself. Do you know how hard | tried to make myself believe it wasn't true?" 


Nate's expression softened. "I'm sorry, T. | just felt like such a fuckin’ idiot in there. You know how many times 
Chris, Pat and | had this conversation?" 


Taylor smiled shyly. "Shit, really?" 


"Yea. They were convinced you guys had been fucking for years. And | always told them there was no way in 


hell it was true." 
"Well, you were right, really. It wasn't." He cleared his throat. "Well, not till very recently, anyway.” 


Nate grinned sheepishly. "| am really sorry | flipped out, dude. | honestly don't care who you fuck, | hope you 
know that. As long as he treats you right, that is." 


"Thanks, Ned. He does treat me right. Very right" 
"Okay, good. Tell Dave Im sorry, too, will you?" 
"You bet." 

Nate hugged him briefly and got in his car. 


"Hey, Ned?" The window rolled down “You're still my best mate, you know that right?" The bassist smiled, 


shaking his head. Taylor reached in and ruffled the close-cut red hair. "I'll see you soon, bro." 


He watched Nate's car disappear down the street, letting go of the breath he'd been holding ever since they'd 
pulled into this dusty lot. 
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Taylor sat in the brightly lit waiting room, drumming nervously on his knees. He wished he'd brought a book 
along. Or headphones. He had his phone, but there were only so many times he could check e-mail, CNN, or the 
Modern Drummer homepage. He picked up an issue of Time and put it back, realizing there was no way he'd be 


able to focus on reading anything serious anyway. 


The night before, he had finally worked up the courage to dial the number of a person he'd hoped never to 


need to call again He inhaled sharply when a familiar voice picked up the other end of the line. 
"Hi, Dr. Drew. This is Taylor. Umm, Taylor Hawkins. | have a question" 


He gave Dr. Drew a very abbreviated version of his story, substituting "a friend" for himself. Later, as he 
stared at the phone screen trying to muster the strength to make the second, more decisive call, he wondered 
why he'd bothered - Drew could, most likely, see right through him anyway. The Loveline guru had listened 


sympathetically, not questioning the "friend" assertion, and recommended a therapist named Dr. Barrington 
"And Taylor? Tell your friend to give her a call right away. Strike while the iron is hot, so to speak" 


As much as he didn't want to, Taylor heeded his advice, dialing Dr. Barrington's number minutes after he hung 
up with Drew. To his surprise, she not only picked up, but offered to see him the following morning. 


Which brought him here, to this room with light yellow walls covered with tropical plants. He had snuck out of 
the house while Dave and the girls were still asleep, leaving a note in the bathroom to say that he was running 
some errands and would be back around I0. Dave stirred as he opened the bedroom door. It had taken all of 


Tay's strength to walk out, rather than climbing back into that bed, into those warm, secure arms. 


“Taylor? Come on in" He looked up to see a slim, older woman with hair just about his length standing in the 
doorway. She had a wide mouth - too wide for her face to be considered beautiful. But there was something 
pleasant and inviting about her face, something that made his heart beat a little slower. He followed her into 
her office and settled into the leather armchair that she pointed him to. She sat across from him, grabbing a 
notepad from her table. 


"So, what brings you here today?" 


He squirmed anxiously, staring at his feet. May be this was a bad idea. Not only would he have to tell her 
about what happened those twenty-five years ago, he'd have to tell her about Dave. About them.. He thought 
about Dave's eyes and how they had looked at him, wide and full of tears, when he told him why he had flipped 
out so badly earlier that night. About Dave's hands, which had covered his as he struggled to speak, giving him 
the strength he needed to keep going. About Dave's voice, how it had broken that night by the pool.. Dave was 
the reason he had to do this. And.. doctor-patient confidentiality, right? If there was one person that it was 


safe to tell, it was the person sitting across from him in this slightly claustrophobic office. 


So, he started talking, slowly at first, searching for words that seemed to go into hiding the moment he needed 
them. She listened, never interrupting, only urging him on gently when he would fall silent, feeling his voice 
start to shake. When the tears refused to stay back any longer, she reached out with a box of tissues, 
repeating the same words Dave had whispered just a few days ago. 


"Tears are okay, sweetheart. They help us heal." 


Taylor walked out of the small stucco building an hour later, feeling more shaken and yet calmer than he had 
in years. He drove in silence, for once keeping the radio off. His phone rang, and even though it was Dave, he 
let it go to voicemail. He pulled into the driveway, just behind Dave's van, still unable to get his thoughts 
straight. Suddenly, he was afraid to go into the house. He didn't want to recount the past couple of hours for 
Dave. This was his own shit, he needed to work through it for himself. He knew Dave wanted to help, and that 
scared the shit out of him, because helping meant asking questions, and Taylor had had all the questions he 
could stand for a while. 


The front door opened and Tay's heart swelled. The singer half walked, half ran down the cobblestone path, his 
bare feet sliding painfully on the smooth rocks. Taylor stepped out of his truck, letting the door slam shut 
behind him. Dave came to a stop within an inch of him. 

"Hey," he said softly. 

"Hey," Taylor glanced at him sheepishly, suddenly feeling guilty for his hesitation 

Dave watched him searchingly. "Did you go where | think you went?" 

Taylor looked up, meeting those dark chocolate eyes. He nodded. Dave pulled him closer, and he leaned into his 
embrace, breathing in the warm spice of his shampoo, the intoxicating musk that radiated from every inch of 


him. Familiar, strong arms wrapped themselves around him. 


‘lm not gonna ask, okay? But I'm here," Dave whispered into his hair. Without another thought, Tay crashed his 


lips against the singer's. 
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Dave made sandwiches with the girls while Taylor drove to pick up Sam and Bianca. Elanor had pulled out 
cheese, some cold cuts, and more vegetables than you could ever hope to stuff between two pieces of bread. 
While Arwen searched for the mustard on the bottom shelf, Dave peered out the kitchen window, more than a 
little jumpy. He and Taylor had woken up early that morning, trying to squeeze in some extra time together 
before Tay relocated to the guestroom for a couple of days. It'd been hours by now, but Dave could still feel 
Taylor's lips on the back of his neck, sucking on the spot right by his hairline. They'd come together, riding the 
waves of pleasure back to earth, lips and breath mixing deliciously. Afterwards, Taylor had curled up in his 


arms, burying his face in the crook of Dave's neck. Dave didn't have to ask. 


"We're gonna make sure these two days are a blast, babe." He whispered into Tay's hair. Taylor smiled against 


him, squeezing his back close. 


Now, as they waited for the CF Cruiser to appear in the driveway, Dave ran over their schedule in his head 
one more time. They'd have lunch at home, in case Sam needed some time to adjust again. Dave had brought 
one of his favorite bikes out of storage to show the boy - another backup plan. Then they'd drive down to the 
U-Pick farm a half hour away and get some berries and fruit. According to Elanor, peaches were in season, 
and raspberries. Then there would be dinner and ice cream in town. And tomorrow, they'd jump in the car 
bright and early - the four rascals would be up at the crack of dawn anyway - and roll down to Disneyland 


for the day. 

They didn't have any set plans for after that. Taylor had mentioned that he wanted to hole up with Sam in the 
studio for a while. The boy had clearly inherited his father's love for hitting things - a love his mother 
happened to disdain. 


Taylor's car finally pulled in just as Dave was about to cut a huge, overstuffed cheese-and-veggie sandwich in 


half. 


"El, who is going to be eating this?" He asked, staring at the overflowing pile of lettuce, peppers, tomatoes and 
sprouts. 


She grinned cheekily. "Me" 


"You?" He poked her tummy playfully. "Even your mouth is never gonna be able to fit anything this big in it!" 
Arwen tugged on Elanor's dress then, pointing out the window. "Uncle T is back!" 

Before he could stop them, the girls took off, flying out onto the driveway. He followed, wiping his hands on his 
cargo shorts. Taylor had already retrieved Bianca from the car; the moment her feet hit the pavement, she 
bolted toward the girls. Elanor hugged her, but kept her eyes locked on Taylor nervously. When Sam jumped 
out, holding his hand, she left Bianca with Arwen and ran to him. 

"Sam!" 

To Dave's surprise, the boy let go of his father and flung his arms around her. Dave glance at Taylor, and his 
breath hitched. Tay could be sexy as fuck; he was stunning, always, but moments like these, the tenderness in 
his eyes, that hint of a smile on his lips, made Dave fall in love with him all over again. He walked over and 
placed a hand on Taylor's shoulder. 

"What are we gonna do with these two when they're teenagers?" He said softly. Tay laughed, 

"I know, right? Trouble.." 

Sam looked up. "Who's in trouble?" 

"No one, little man," Dave squatted next to the boy. "It's good to see you, bud" 

Sam eyed him shyly. Elanor whispered something in his ear and he nodded. El tugged on Dave's arm. 

"Daddy, can you show him your bike?" 

"Bike? What bike?" 


í Daaaadddy..." 


"Oooookay, | guess we can go see the bike. You want a ride, bud?" He pointed to his shoulders. Sam glanced at 
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his dad. 

"Can |, daddy?" 

"Hey, if uncle D is offering, | suggest you take him up on it” 
Taylor lifted the boy onto Dave's shoulders. "Don't drop him now!" 


Dave took Sam and Elanor to the garage, while Taylor brought the kids' suitcases into the house, ushering 


Arwen and Bianca along with him. By the time Dave came into the kitchen, the three of them had arranged all 
of the sandwiches on a large plate at the center of the table, with little plates set up all around. Bianca and 
Arwen munched on potato chips as they leafed through a copy of Green Eggs and Ham. 


Later, as they moved the car seats from Taylor's truck into the hippie mobile, Dave nudged the drummer 


gently. 
"He's doing way better this time,” he said quietly, watching Sam try to follow Elanor's attempt at a cartwheel. 


Taylor nodded. "Yea, he was still teary when | picked them up, but once | told him we were coming over here, 


and about all the stuff we were gonna be doing, he calmed right down" 


The next two days were a whirlwind. They picked several pounds of peaches and blueberries that night, eating 
a good half of their loot on the way back After pizza, ice cream and a couple of Dora episodes, Dave didn't 
even have the strength to miss Taylor too badly - he passed out the moment his head hit the pillow. By 8 am 
the next morning, they were back in the van, the kids wide awake and the adults barely able to keep their eyes 
open. Then came the madness of Disneyland, with Goofy and Mickey and Pluto, and way too many other 
humans wearing stuffed animal costumes. Elanor and Sam insisted on riding Thunder Mountain for the first 
time, then went on and on about how they were never getting on another roller coaster again because "it was 
sooo scary|," all the while smiling from ear to ear. A gazillion rides and some $300 worth of toys later, they 


started the hour-long journey home. 

The sun had just started to set as they entered Encino, ominous dark clouds creeping in on the horizon 
"Whoa, its gonna storm bad tonight," Taylor said under his breath. 

Dave glanced at him. "What, you're a meteorologist now?" 


Just then, a bolt of lightening burst through the sky, followed by a crack of thunder so loud that Dave 
jumped. Tay grinned. "Told ya" 


"Shii... Shoot. We need to get home quick." 


"Daddy?" Taylor turned at the small, frightened voice. Arwen, Sam and El had all fallen asleep, but Bianca stared 
at him, her eyes huge. He reached back, grabbing her hands in his. 


"Shhhh, its okay baby. Its okay, we'll be home soon 


Another roll of thunder cascaded over them as draindrops started to pound on the car. Bianca's eyes filled 
with tears. Dave glanced at Taylor out of the corner of his eyes. He had unbuckled his seatbelt, and leaned 
over the edge of the seat to stroke her hair. Resisting the urge to accelerate, Dave guided the car slowly onto 
their street, then turned into the driveway, pushing the remote to open the garage door. It wouldn't budge. He 
looked around. The light over the front door was dark, as was the streetlamp he'd installed halfway up the 


driveway. 


"Crap, | think we lost power.." 


Chapter 30 
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Dave left Taylor in the car with the kids and bolted for the front door. The palm tree in front of the house 
swung dangerously, bending far too close to the roof for comfort. As he climbed the steps to the entrance, 
another crack of thunder burst directly over his head, nearly making him drop his keys. He should've pulled 
the car closer, he thought. Even the fucking high beams weren't cutting it through this wall of water. He 
finally managed to unlock the front door and stepped inside, the streams of rainwater pouring off every part 
of his body. For a moment, he stood still, letting his eyes adjust to the darkness. He flicked the light switch, 
just in case. Nothing. Slowly, carefully, he made his way to the garage, where he'd stored a couple of 
emergency flash lights. Slipping one into the pocket of his shorts, he turned on the other and plunged back into 


the monsoon. 

As he neared the van, he saw two small faces pressed against the windows, staring at him, wide-eyed. El and 
Arwen had woken up to find their father gone, and massive bolts of lightening exploding overhead. The moment 
he slid open the door, they threw their arms around him. Arwen buried her face in his shoulder. Elanor's lip 
trembled. 

"Shhh... It's okay, I'm right here, everything's okay," Dave kissed the tops of their heads. 


"Where did you go?" El whispered, pressing up closer as the thunder roared again 


| wanted to unlock the door and get a couple of flashlight before you guys left the car," he said softly, patting 


Arwen's back. "I'm sorry honey, | should've woken you up first" 

He looked up at Taylor. The drummer had climbed into the middle seat and was holding Bianca against him, 
gently stroking her hair. Sam stood next to him, peering out the window, his tiny fingers squeezing his dad's 
hand as hard as they could. 

Taylor's eyes met his. "Think we can make a run for it?" 


"I think we'd better. El, can you get that flashlight out of my pocket and give it to uncle T?" 


Taylor tugged on Sam's hand. "Hey, little man, can you hold on to that flashlight for me?" Sam took the 
flashlight from Elanor and turned it on. His wide hazel eyes glowed in the small beam of light. 


Dave tightened his hold on his girls. "All right, everyone, ready to get really, really wet?" 


"Daddy, tm scared," Arwen whimpered, clutching his back He pressed his lips to her temple. 
"| know, baby. | won't let anything bad happen to you, | promise. 'm gonna carry you home, okay?" She nodded. 
"Hts really wet." 

He laughed in spite of himself, out of the corner of his eye, he saw Taylor smile, too. 


"Yea, it's reeeaally wet. Kind of like swimming without a pool. That could be kind of fun, right?" She giggled, 
shaking her head no. "Okay, may be not. But we'll dry off when we get in the house." A nod this time. Okay, 
time to move before she changed her mind. "You guys ready?" Elanor and Sam nodded; Bianca clung to Taylor, 


who got off the seat and crouched next to Dave by the door. "All right, let's go!" 


Dave stepped out first, and ran straight for the house, ducking to keep the water out of his eyes. He could 
hear Taylor splashing behind him as Elanor squealed delightedly at the streams of raindrops cascading over 
them. His little mermaid. They ducked into the house and locked the door behind them, gazing at each other. 
Taylor laughed first, and then they were all cracking up, pointing at each other's soaking clothes. 


"You guys look like the cat | grew up with after we'd give her a bath," Dave ruffled Elanor's hair teasingly. 
Taylor poked him in the ribs. 


"Oh yea, ‘cause you are so much better." 


Dave led the way to the family room, grabbing a few large towels from the bathroom on the way. Downstairs, 
the kids curled up in their towels with a flashlight while he and Taylor went in search of candles, matches and 
some extra blankets. As soon as they turned the corner, Tay threw him against the wall, covering Dave's 
mouth with his own. Dave moaned. One of his hands held the flashlight, but he snaked the other to the back of 
Tay's neck, deepening the kiss. When they finally broke apart, he pressed his forehead against the drummer's. 
Even in the dark, he could tell that Taylor was smiling. 


"You are so fucking hot when you are all wet." His raspy voice made Dave groan again. 
"You mean I'm not when I'm dry?" He whispered, trying to keep his voice steady. 


Taylor contemplated this for a moment. Dave tickled his nape and he threw his head back, laughing. "Sensitive, 


aren't we," he chuckled teasingly. 


"Oh, fuck you." Dave mumbled, letting him go. Gentle, callused fingers slipped beneath his chin and Taylor's 


delicious mouth brushed against his again. 


"C'me on, you know | always think you're hot, babe." Dave let go of Tay's neck and found his ass instead. He 
squeezed gently. Taylor moaned softly as his forehead fell against his shoulder. "We gotta find those candles, 
D." 


Dave shook, as if awakened from a trance and reluctantly let him go. 


Their arms loaded with blankets, dry clothes and candles, they headed back to the family room. After changing 
into dry clothes, the kids arranged themselves in the fort that Elanor and Arwen had built a few days before. 
Dave and Taylor spread a couple of blankets nearby, leaving a couple of feet of space between them. Dave 
wasn't counting on getting a whole lot of sleep that night - rain, thunder, lightening, and way too much 
excitement and sugar could translate into some very hyper kids. But after ten minutes of giggles and chatter, 
the room fell silent. He waited a few more minutes for the noise to resume, then, raising an eyebrow at 
Taylor, went to check on them. Bianca and Arwen had fallen asleep with their arms around each other. Elanor 
had curled up into a ball, hugging a stuffed Goofy they'd bought that day to her chest. Sam slept next to her, 


his arms and legs flung in all different directions. Dave smiled and, as quietly as he could, crept back to Taylor. 
"Passed out," he whispered, slipping beneath the soft comforter. 

Taylor exhaled. "Thank God! 

Dave leaned over and kissed him tenderly. "Sweet dreams, babe" 


"You too." 


Dave closed his eyes. Suddenly, a familiar warm hand covered his, the slightly callused fingers wrapping around 
his own. He smiled, and the fingers tightened their grip. He squeezed back gently, running his thumb over 
Taylor's knuckles. 


eR 


Through a haze that had, till a moment ago, been sleep, Dave felt something silky tickling his nose. The familiar 
scent of Tay's shampoo filled his nostrils and he pulled closer, burying his nose in the drummer's neck 
instinctively. His arms tightened around Taylor, who had curled up in his embrace, his back curved against 
Dave's chest. 


Dave opened his eyes reluctantly. Where the fuck were they? Oh yea, the storm. Family room. He raised his 
head to check the time and his eyes met a miniature version of Taylor's, hazel and wide, watching them quietly 


from a blanket by Tay's side. 
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Dave nudged Taylor gently. The drummer rolled over and buried his face in Dave's chest with a soft groan 


Dave sighed, nervously glancing at Sam. The boy giggled softly and Dave smiled, relieved. 

"Your dad's a little sleepy this morning, huh?" He whispered, his arm still draped around Tay. Sam nodded. 
"Want to come help me wake him?" 

The boy crawled over, grinning. Little hands grabbed Tay's arm and tugged. "Daaad.. Wake up!" 

Taylor stirred, pulling closer to Dave. "A few more minutes?" He mumbled sleepily. Sam giggle again and Taylor's 
whole body stiffened as he realized where he was. Slowly, he rolled over onto his back, his eyes wide as he 
stared from Dave to his son 

Dave smiled at him. "Good morning." 

"Morning," Taylor yawned and turned to Sam. "Hey, bud. How'd you sleep?" 

"Goooood" 

"How long have you been up?" 

Sam shrugged. "A little." 

"Is everyone else still sleeping?" 

The boy shook his head no. "Arwen and Bianca are up, but Elanor is asleep." 

"Am not!" Elanor's head appeared from behind the cushions. Dave grinned. 

"You don't say. Hey, sleepy head" 


Two more faces appeared next to hers, grinning. "We woke her up," Arwen volunteered, seating Mickey next to 


her face. 


“All right, well, | guess we'd better all get up then" 


After breakfast, Dave took the girls out to the pool, while Taylor and Sam headed for the studio. Soon, the 
unmistakable sounds of a child's first attempts at drumming filled the back yard. Elanor covered her ears with 
her hands, laughing. Dave grinned. 


"Hey, you've gotta start somewhere. Go in the water, you won't hear it as much from there." 

He himself settled by closest window, listening to the banging coming from inside. He couldn't see into the 
studio, but it was easy enough to imagine what was going on in there. Taylor had to have Sam sitting in his lap 
- there was no way the boy would be able to reach the kit otherwise. He was showing the boy how to hit a 
particular drum or cymbal - every few minutes, Dave would hear several seconds of softer, rhythmic beats 
clearly coming from an experienced hand. These were followed by much louder, somewhat random explosions as 
Sam tried to replicate his father's motions. Then slower, more tempered hits - Taylor moving the boy's hand 
for him. 

Eventually, the banging stopped and did not resume. Dave glanced at the door, expecting the two Hawkins boys 
to emerge. But some ten minutes later, they were still nowhere to be seen.. 


Taylor tapped one of the toms, gently clutching Sam to him so the boy wouldn't slide off his lap. 


"Here, bud, you try," he handed the drumstick to his son Sam wrapped his hand around it, but didn't move, 
staring at his father thoughtfully. "What's up, little man? Are you getting sick of this?" 


Sam shook his head no. "Daddy?" 
"Yea, bud?" 
"Do you love uncle De" 


Taylor raked his fingers through his hair nervously. After this morning, he knew the question would come up. 
He tightened his grip on Sam's middle. "| do." 


"Do you love him like you and mom used to love each other?" 

Taylor inhaled, trying to will his lungs to fill. "Yea, kinda like that." Sam dropped his gaze to his hands. His heart 
racing, Tay cupped the boy's cheek in his palm. "Sam? Look at me, little man" Hesitantly, Sam glanced up, and 
Taylor felt his stomach drop. The boy's eyes had filled with tears. "Aw, bud.. I'm sorry.. Does that upset you?" 


Sam shook his head no. "I don't want to leave. | want to stay here, with you." 


Taylor pulled the boy against him, letting the small face lean into his chest. "I want you to stay with me, too. | 


miss you guys so much." 


"Why can't we live with you and Uncle Dave? Elanor and Arwen live here.” 
"What about your mom, bud? She'll be really lonely without you." 

"No, she won't She has a new family" 

Taylor sat up straighter, startled. "What?" 

"She has a new family with Carl. He has two girls, too. | don't like him. Or them’ 
"Is Carl not nice to you?" 


"He doesn't talk to me. And mom just yells at me all the time. She wants me to be all clean and dressed up. | 


hate that.” 
"What about the girls, Carl's daughters?" 

"They're mean. They just tease me and call me names." 

"Did you tell your mom about this?" 

"About what?" 

"That the girls are mean to you" 

"She doesn't care. They do it in front of her and Carl and they just laugh." 


Taylor scowled, turning his head to hide his face. What the fuck was Elizabeth thinking, getting involved with a 
douche like that? And dragging Sam and Bianca along for the ride? 


‘lm sorry, bud. May be those girls are just upset that their dad found a new friend?" 


Sam shook his head no. "They like mom. They hug her all the time. They just don't like us." Taylor swallowed 
the litany of curses that were threatening to spill out of his mouth. The boy turned around his arms again, 
burying his face in his shoulder. When he spoke again, his voice shook. "| don't wanna go back, Daddy... Please 


don't make me go back." 


Taylor wrapped his arms around him tightly. "I don't want you to go back either, bud" His eyes filled as he 
pressed his lips to the boy's temple. "I'll fix this, okay? | promise. I'll make it so that you can stay here more, a 
lot more." He tried to keep his voice from trembling, but couldn't. Sure enough, Sam noticed and pulled back 
Small hands brushed the tears away from his eyes. The boy nodded, forcing a smile. Taylor traced the child's 
cheek with his thumb. 


"What do you say we go for a dip in that pool, bud?" 


The next day, Taylor took Sam and Bianca out to breakfast again before dropping them off at Elizabeth's. At 
her house, he helped them out of the car and walked them toward her, barely able to keep himself from 
screaming at her right then and there. Bianca clung to his leg, letting go only when her mother physically 
pulled her away. Taylor squatted in front of Sam. 


"Ill see you soon, bud, okay? | promise." The boy nodded and briefly leaned into his arms before heading toward 


the house. 


Tay waited till he got out of the driveway to let the tears flow. He drove the twenty minutes back to Dave's 
in a haze, barely able to focus on the curved roads and endless lights. As he pulled in behind the litle red 
Kombi van, Dave ran out of the house toward him. Taylor turned off the ignition and stepped out into his 


arms. 
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Dave felt Taylor shudder and gripped him closer. Every muscle in the drummer's back was tense; his entire 


body felt like a spring wound way too tight.. 
"Babe?" Dave whispered cautiously, knowing full well that any little thing could set Tay off right now. 


"I needa hit the fuck out of something right now," Tay mumbled bitterly. Dave pulled back a bit and found his 
gaze. Taylor's red-rimmed eyes stared back at him, his face half-hidden by a curtain of hair, jaw set in a deep 


scowl. 


Dave placed his palm firmly in the center of Tay's back and nudged him gently. "Come." He led him to the 
house, and then to the back of the first floor, into his office. Taylor glanced at him, confused, but didn't ask 
Dave opened a door near his desk and walked the two of them into a huge walk-in closet. Boxes and filing 
crates lined the walls. In the center hung a huge heavy bag, strung from a massive hook in the ceiling. Dave 
grabbed a pair of boxing gloves from a nearby crate and silently handed them to Taylor. Tay glanced at him 


incredulously. 
"What..2" 


Dave smiled shyly. "I had this installed a few months ago, when Marina and | really started to go downhill. It 
helps. I'll be in the living room, okay? Leave the closet door open and be careful, don't fuck up your wrists." 
Taylor nodded, still slightly dumbstruck. Dave kissed him gently and walked out, quietly closing the office door 
behind him. 


He grabbed a beer out of the kitchen fridge for himself and a Vitamin Water for Taylor, then settled on the 
couch in the living room to wait, checking his e-mail to pass time. Ten minutes later, Tay emerged, his face 
glistening with sweat. Dave patted the couch next to him. 

"Did that help?" 


Taylor nodded. "Thanks." 


"You bet" Dave paused, wondering if he should ask the next question. "What happened, T?" 


Slowly, haltingly, Taylor recounted his conversation with Sam. Dave's face clouded over; the chocolate eyes 


darkened angrily. 


"| told him I'd make it so they could stay here more," Tay finished tentatively. "I can't fuckin’ have them over 
there like this." 


Dave nodded. "Let's call Ted and see what he thinks." 
Taylor nodded. Dave grabbed his cell phone and found the lawyer's number. He handed the phone to Tay. 


"Hey Ted" Dave heard the anxiety in Taylor's voice and squeezed the drummer's hand gently. "Nah man, it's 


Taylor. | have a question." 


Dave watched Taylor's face as the conversation progressed, never letting go of his hand. Tay traced his 
knuckles with his index finger, fidgeting a bit as he listened to the lawyer outline his options. Dave couldn't hear 
what Ted was saying, but from what he understood, they agreed to have him speak to Elizabeth's lawyer first 
to see if they could work something out without going to court. And if that didn't work.. Dave's stomach 


churned nervously. 


Taylor hung up and dropped the phone in his lap. Hazel eyes found Dave's hopefully. "He's gonna speak to her 


lawyer Tomorrow." He said softly. 
"Good. Do you think she might go for it?" 


Taylor shook his head no. "I don't know. | told him to make it clear that she could keep the child support, even 
if they weren't staying with her as much. | have a feeling she won't make it easy though." 


Dave tugged on Tay's hand and the drummer leaned into his arms. "I'm sorry, T." 
Taylor buried his face in the crook of Dave's neck. "Where are the girls?" 

"I took them to mom's. She's got them till after dinner." 

Taylor nuzzled Dave's skin gratefully. "Make me forget, D." 


Dave felt his heart start to beat faster as he traced Taylor's jaw with his fingertips. Tay moaned softly. 


"Come on, let's go upstairs." 


They made their way to the bedroom, lips finding each other as they climbed the stairs. Inside, they toppled 
onto the mattress, leaving a trail of clothing behind them as t-shirts and shorts fell to the floor. Dave ran his 
hands along Taylor's hips hungrily as his mouth crashed against the drummer's. Tay's fingers dug into his ass 
and he moaned, his pelvis grinding against the lithe body beside him instinctively. 


"You're so fucking hot," Taylor rasped in his ear. Dave pulled back a bit, needing to see that beautiful face. Tay 
smiled and a delicious, intoxicating warmth filled his entire body. He lay his palm against the side of Taylor's 


face. 

72" 

"Yea?" 

"Make love to me?" 

The smile froze on Taylor's lips and Dave's insides jostled anxiously again. Had he gone too far? 


"D.. Are you sure?" Taylor's voice was scratchier than usual, but the flicker of desire in his eyes made Dave 


relax again. 
He nodded. "Only if you want to though." 


Taylor chuckled. "Of course | fucking want to. It's just that." He looked down nervously. Dave slipped a finger 
beneath his chin, bringing those golden eyes back to his. "It's gonna hurt, D.." 


Dave kissed him gently. "I know. That's okay. Its you and me, right? And it goes away after a bit." 


Taylor nodded, still hesitant. "Do you have lube?" Dave reached for his nightstand and pulled a bottle of Wet 
out of the top drawer. Taylor took it from him, pressing his lips to Dave's as his fingers fiddled with the cap. 


"Lay on your side next to me," He whispered. 


Dave pressed his body flush against the drummer's gratefully. Truth was, as much as he wanted this, he was 
scared shitless. He focused on the feel of Tay's skin on his own, on the thrilling pressure of that angular hip 
against his hardness. When Taylor's finger slipped in between his cheeks, his muscles tightened instinctively as 


his breath hitched. Tay kissed him tenderly. 

"Try to relax, baby." 

Dave nodded, looking up at him. He knew Taylor would spot the fear in his eyes, but he didn't care - he needed 
to see him right now. Tay kept his eyes locked with Dave's as his finger slipped inside him. Dave drew a deep 
breath. So far, so good. He nodded, and Taylor started to move the finger inside him, as if searching for 


something. Dave cocked his brow at him questioningly. 


"What are you.." He didn't get to finish, his eyes widening as a wave of pleasure hit him, exploding like a 
firecracker deep inside of him. "Holy shit.” 


Tay grinned. "Found it. More?" 


"Hell yea." Dave's heart was still racing, but the anxiety all but disappeared. He didn't care how much it hurt if 
this was what'd come after. Taylor slipped two fingers inside him this time, and Dave gripped his shoulder a bit 
tighter. The drummer watched him intently as he moved his hand gently, trying to find that spot again. Dave 
moaned as his fingers found their target. "Fuck, Tay." 


Taylor kissed him again as a third finger joined the other two. Dave forced himself to focus on those familiar 
lips as he worked through the discomfort. Soon, pleasure joined the pain, and he found himself writhing needily, 
desperate for more contact. Tay pulled away a bit as he withdrew his fingers. 


"How do you wanna do this, D? You might be more comfortable on your stomach." Dave's intestines wiggled 


nervously again. He shook his head no. 
"| want to see you." 


Taylor smiled, nodding. "Okay, get on your back then" Dave did as he was told as Tay reached for his pillow. 
"Raise your butt for a sec." Taylor slipped the pillow beneath his hips and scooted in between his legs, propping 
himself on his arms so that his face hovered above Dave's. Dave placed a hand on the back of Tay's neck and 
pulled his face down to his own. As their tongues intertwined, Taylor slipped a hand between them, positioning 
himself by Dave's entrance. He broke the kiss, staring into the chocolate eyes intensely. 


"| love you, D" 
Dave swallowed hard, emotion suddenly threatening to overtake him. "I love you, too." 


Taylor thrust forward gently, slowly, his eyes never leaving Dave's. Fuck. Dave breathed in sharply as a 
burning pain filled him. He glanced away, trying to will his body to relax, knowing Taylor would stop if he knew 
he was hurting him. 


"D?" Dave felt Taylor's palm on his cheek. He met the hazel eyes hesitantly. Tay was watching him lovingly, the 
desire in his eyes mixed with concern. Soft, familiar lips covered his, drawing the pain away, making it not 
matter anymore. Dave raked his fingers through Taylor's hair, smiling against his mouth as the drummer 


moaned softly. 


Taylor pushed himself deeper inside, his tongue brushing against Dave's as he located that spot inside of him 
again. Suddenly, Dave felt another explosion of pleasure overtake him. He cried out, raising his hips to try to 
find it again, and groaned, frustrated, when he felt Tay's palm on his side, trying to still him. 


"Easy, tiger." Taylor whispered, flicking his tongue against his earlobe. Dave moaned, the sensations inside him 
making him dizzy. Taylor moved slowly, still watching Dave's face for any signs of pain. Dave snaked a hand 
behind him and squeezed his ass needily. 


"M okay.. faster," he managed, not entirely coherent. Taylor grinned, picking up the pace. Dave pulled his face 
down again, feeling the orgasm build inside of him. As their tongues found each other again, he felt Tay's 


fingers wrap around his cock, pumping him in time with his thrusts. A few more seconds, and then he was in 
freefall, plummeting into a blissful oblivion, as wave after wave of pleasure swept through him. He heard 
Taylor cry out above him and opened his eyes to the most gorgeous sight he'd ever laid eyes on: The 
drummer's head flung back, his mouth open in a breathless "0," golden hair cascading onto his shoulders. As he 
started to come back down, Tay collapsed on top of him, his face fitting perfectly just beneath Dave's chin 
Dave kissed the top of his head gently. 


‘| love you, Oliver Taylor Hawkins." 


Taylor lifted his head and Dave noticed tears gathering in those beautiful, hooded eyes. "Fuck, D.. How'd | get so 
lucky?" 


Chapter 33 
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They didn't attempt to make love again that night. Dave wanted to, but Taylor insisted that he needed to give 
his body a few more hours. They reverted to their old methods instead, pleasuring each other with hands, and 
tongues, and pretty much every other body part. Taylor fell asleep with his head on Dave's shoulder, one of 
those long, tan arms flung across his chest. Dave stroked his hair gently, watching the moonlight reflect off 
the golden strands, wondering how he had ever lived without this man by his side. He mustve drifted off 
eventually, because suddenly, sunlight was tickling his eyelids, and birds were chirping their overly-loud hellos 
to the dawn. Tay had rolled off him during the night and curled up with his back against him, facing the 
window. Dave yawned and buried his face in the drummer's hair. A soft sigh escaped the body in his arms; 
Taylor rolled into him, gently letting his weight fall against Dave. 


"Morning," he whispered, his voice scratched with sleep. 


"Morning, sunshine." Dave kissed his ear gently, and got a soft, needy moan in response. He moved his hips 


against Tay's leg, letting him feel the hardness there, and was rewarded with a slightly louder groan. 
"Morning wood?" Taylor teased, turning toward him. His eyes smiled. 

"Mmm, never had this problem till | had you in bed with me." 

Taylor's eyes widened. "What, seriously?" Dave nodded. "Wow, then I'm honored." 

"Take care of it for me?" 

"And how would you like me to do that?" 

"Think we've waited long enough yet?" 

Tay nodded, his lips splitting into a grin. "Yep. But slow, okay?" 

Dave covered Taylor's mouth with his, slipping his tongue inside the moment he got the opportunity. He could 
feel Taylor smiling against him as long fingers raked through his hair. He slipped his hand between them, 


rubbing Tay gently through his shorts and smirked. The drummer was just as hard as he was. 


He expected there to be pain again, prepped himself for it even, focusing on his breathing, watching the warm 


hazel eyes that floated above him as Tay entered him slowly after thoroughly prepping him with his hands. It 


wasn't nearly as bad this time though, and after the first couple of strokes, he forgot all about it, that spot 


inside sending wave after wave of pleasure through him as Taylor hit it again and again 


Later, they lay in each other's arms, utterly spent and blissfully exhausted. Taylor's fingers crept across 
Dave's chest, covering his heart. 


"De" 

"Yea?" 

"Can you umm." His voice drifted off and fell silent. Dave turned toward him, concerned. Taylor looked up at 
him hesitantly. "Touch me?" Dave stared at him, trying to hide his confusion. Tay was more or less lying on 
top of him; didn't that constitute touching? Then, suddenly, the realization of what his lover was asking for 
washed over him, and he froze, his arms tightening around Taylor instinctively. 


"Baby.. You sure?" Tay nodded, but his eyes widened nervously. "There's no rush, babe." 


Tay averted his gaze. "The woman | went to talk to.. She said we should try a little at a time. Like, not all the 
way yet, but." Dave cupped Taylor's cheek in his palm gently. 


"Stop me the moment you feel uncomfortable, okay?" He said softly. Taylor nodded again and glanced up at him. 
Dave started to scoot lower down his body, running his hand tenderly along his side. Tay gripped his shoulder 
urgently. 

"Stay up here. Please? | need to see you." 

Dave moved back up and lay his head on Taylor's pillow, the drummer's body pressed tightly against his own. 
Brown eyes found hazel as he slid his palm over Taylor's angular hips and onto his backside. A hint of panic 
crept onto Tay's face; the hazel eyes closed tight. Dave touched his lips to his forehead. 

"Look at me, T" Taylor opened his eyes. Dave could see how much effort it took for him to do so. His heart 
constricted painfully. "It's you and me.. Just us." He massaged Taylor's hip and lower back gently, slowly letting 
his hand move lower down his body. 


Taylor leaned forward, pressing their foreheads together. "Keep talking.” 


Dave kissed him gently. "You know | wake up every morning feeling like the luckiest son-of-a-bitch on the 
planet, right?" 


Tay smiled. "Of course you do. You're Dave fuckin Grohl?" 


"Ha-ha. Then how come this is the first fuckin’ time in 43 years l've felt like this?" 


Taylor reached out and brushed a few strands of hair away from his face tenderly. "| love you, D" 
"I love you, too. So fuckin’ much." 


They kissed again. As their tongues found each other, Dave let his palm drift over Taylor's backside, slipping 
his finger between his cheeks. Immediately, Taylor's muscles clenched against him. Tay pulled back, panting. 
Dave paused, waiting for the fear to recede. The moment their eyes locked, some of the panic left Taylor's 


eyes and his breathing evened out. When Dave moved his hand again, a soft moan escaped him. 


"Let me make you feel good, baby," Dave whispered. Taylor nodded, his head falling back against the pillows, 
giving into his lover's hands. Dave poured a generous amount of lube into his palm, covering Taylor's rapidly 
growing erection with the slick liquid Gently pumping him with one hand, he slipped the other behind him again, 
seeking out Tay's entrance. His eyes found Taylor's eyes. "Stop me if I'm hurting you, okay?" The drummer 
nodded, his eyes hooded with pleasure. Gently, Dave slipped his finger inside, carefully watching Taylor's face 
for any sign of pain. "How you doin’ there?" Another nod, this one accompanied by a needy groan. Dave grinned, 
moving his finger deeper, looking for that magical spot. Suddenly, Taylor cried out against him, his head falling 
into Dave's shoulder. 


"Aw, fuck." 
"Good, huh?" 
"Fucking amazing..." 


It didn't take long before Taylor was bucking against him, hot seed spilling over Dave's hand as those gorgeous, 


rasping sounds spilled from his lips. Dave captured his open mouth with his own, swallowing his cries. 
Tay buried his head in the crook of Dave's neck, resting his palm against his cheek 
"Thank you." 


Dave kissed him again gently, raking his fingers through his hair. After sixteen years, sometimes you didn't 


need words. 
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Taylor's phone rang around two that afternoon. Dave watched as his eyes widened, fingers shaking a bit as 


they swiped across the screen 
"Hey Ted" 


Dave reached out and squeezed Tay's hand briefly before scooping up the girls and ushering them out of the 


room. 
"But we were in the middle of something, Daddy!" Elanor whispered reproachfully. 
"| know, sweetheart, l'm sorry. Uncle T needs a little privacy" 

"Who is he talking to?" 

"Doesn't matter. Come on, let's go down to the family room." 


He watched anxiously as the girls spread out their paper and crayons and picked up where they'd left off. Any 


sound from upstairs made him jump. After ten minutes of waiting, he couldn't take it anymore. 

"Stay down here, okay? I'll be right back." 

Taylor was sitting out the couch, scribbling furiously on a pad of paper, phone still pressed to his ear. 
"Okay, that sounds good. I'll see you tomorrow. Thank you." 


Dave sat down, trying to keep his fingers from tapping incessantly on his knees. Taylor looked up. His eyes had 


dimmed again, tired lines marked the angles around his mouth. 
"She said if | give her two more grand each month, | could have them for a couple of extra days." 
Dave's eyes widened in disbelief. "You're fucking kidding me." 


Tay shook his head. "I'm taking her to court. Ted recommended this lawyer he knows. | just called her. Gonna go 


see her tomorrow." 


"T, l'm." Taylor shook his head. Dave could see him drawing into himself, pulling back into his shell. He nodded. 
“Anything | can do?" Another shake of the head. 


‘I'm gonna go for a ride, okay?" 
“Sure. You want company?" 


"Nah. Stay with the girls. | won't be long." 

Taylor ambled toward the kitchen, filled his water bottle, slipped a Cliff Bar into the pocket of his shorts. Dave 
followed his retreating back, his stomach churning. He'd always hated it when Taylor withdrew like this, dark 
and brooding, and clearly in pain, but unwilling to let anyone in to help. When they'd first met, Dave had been 
convinced he'd done something to cause these states, that Tay was angry at him and trying to hide it. Now, 
after many a fight and several conversations that lasted into the wee hours of night, he knew better. Knowing 
didn't make it easy to bear though. When the front door clicked shut behind him, Dave had to force himself to 
stay put, fighting the urge to run after the man he loved more than life itself, to wrap his arms around him, 


to promise, emptily, that they'd make this whole fucking mess okay. 

He was out by the pool with the girls when Taylor reappeared. The drummer settled on the edge of the pool 
and swung his legs into the water. The girls let go of Dave's shoulders and swam over to the edge of the pool, 
grabbing onto Tay's knees. Dave followed hesitantly, unsure of whether his presence would be welcomed. 


Tayor's eyes met his warmly. 


‘I'm sorry," Tay mouthed as he gently ruffled Elanor's hair. Dave smiled, pulling himself up on the edge of the 
pool next to him so that their arms brushed against each other. Taylor leaned into his touch. 


"How was your ride?" 
"Not nearly as fun without you." 


Dave draped an arm around his shoulders, pressing his lips to Taylor's temple. Tay smiled, and for the first 
time since Ted called earlier that day, Dave felt his intestines settle down. 


That night, he found Taylor in the living room, fidgeting on the couch as he waited for Dave to put the girls to 
bed. The moment Dave sat down next to him, he reached for his hand. 


"D, we need to talk" Dave nodded. His heartbeat quickened again. "If this goes to court.. It.. | mean.. They'll 
probably find out.. about us." Taylor swallowed. Wide hazel eyes glanced up at him. Dave brushed a few blond 
strands away from his face. He nodded. 


"Yea, | figured. Is that okay with you?" 


Taylor's fingers tightened around his. "Yea. What about you?" 


Dave took Tay's other hand into his own "T, you know I'd fuckin’ scream from the rooftops that | love you, 
right?" 


Taylor nodded. "But?" 

"No buts. Just.. | don't care if people know about us, you know that. But what if it hurts your case? You know 
she's gonna use us against you, right?" 

Taylor squeezed his fingers again. He forced a smile. "| thought you said no buts?" 


Dave shook his head in defeat. He didn't know what the fuck to say or even to think, frankly. "lm sorry." 


Tay tugged on his hands, bringing their bodies closer together and leaned his forehead against Dave's. "I can't 
hide who | am from them, D. Not from my kids. | don't want them growing up like that." 


Dave felt his eyes fill. "| know, baby. And I'll do whatever you want. I'm just fuckin’ scared" Taylor pressed his 
cheek against the side of his face. 


"Me too. But | don't think we have a choice, you know? | don't want to lie... and," his voice broke. "I can't fuckin’ 
lose you, D" Dave pulled Taylor to him, burying his face in the crook of his neck. That familiar scent filled his 
nostrils - spicy and soft, so uniquely Tay. The smell of home. 

"You're not gonna lose me, Tay. Ever." 

A warm hand stroked his hair, gently massaging his scalp. "Can you come with me? Tomorrow?" 


Dave pulled away, brushing his lips against Taylor's gently. "You bet" 


They sat in silence, holding each other close. Dave listened to the crickets making their racket outside. Taylor 


was right - what choice did they have? 

1? 

"Yea?" 

"| dont.. | wish | could promise it'd be okay, you know? | want to make it okay so bad" 


He could feel Taylor smile against his neck. "Of course you do.. That's what you do, you fix things." He paused. 
| don't think this is one you can fix, D." 


Dave nodded. "| can be there though. And | will be, all the time." 


A soft sob escaped the body in his arms as warm fingers squeezed his. 
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Her office was on the lOth floor of a high rise in Woodland Hills, overlooking mile upon mile of strip mall hell. 
Her assistant - a bubbly young woman named Meg - had ushered them in, gushing a little too much about 
how excited she was to meet them. They exhaled gratefully when the door closed behind her, leaving them 
alone in a spacious room with wood paneling on walls lined with cascading ivy. Taylor settled in a surprisingly 
comfortable chair, his eyes finding Dave's nervously. Dave sat down next to him and reached his hand over the 


armrest, interlacing his fingers with Tay's. 

"Hey," he said softly. 

"Hey." A smile tugged at the corners of Taylor's lips. "Thanks for coming along.” 

"| would've even if you hadn't asked, you know." 

Tay nodded. He knew. 

The door flew open and they had to fight the familiar instinct to pull apart, to hide. Instead, Taylor's fingers 
tightened around Dave's; the familiar, warm hand squeezed back. They let go reluctantly as she approached, 
jumping to their feet to shake her hand. 

She was tall for a woman - nearly as tall as the two of them. Her charcoal pantsuit highlighted an angular, 
clearly fit frame. Piercing blue eyes shone from a tanned California face surrounded by short, slightly spiked 
blond hair. Dave fidgeted nervously. This woman was a friggin’ powerhouse. When she smiled, though, he 
exhaled, relieved. 

She held out her hand to Taylor. "Ariel. [ts a pleasure.” 

“Taylor. Thank you for meeting with us." 

Dave swallowed, but she didn't miss a beat, reaching to grasp his hand next. She circled her desk and settled 
behind it, motioning for them to take a seat. They sank into their chairs. Dave clasped his left hand in his right 
to keep it from inching toward Taylor. 


"Beautiful office," Taylor volunteered, motioning to the ivy. 


“Thanks. | had to do something to make up for being stuck out here." 


"What, you don't love the Valley?" Dave joked 


"Fucking hate it, to be honest. I'm from just north of San Francisco. My partner got a job down here though, 
and next thing you know, we're living in plastic bimbo land." Dave and Taylor glanced at each other, smiles 
starting to tug at the corners of both sets of lips. Ariel cleared her throat. "Enough about me. Taylor, you 


gave me a brief rundown of what's going on last night, but why don't you walk me through again." 


Taylor nodded, fidgeting slightly in his seat. Dave watched his lover's shoulders slouch nervously, anxious 


fingers tugging at blond strands. Fuck it. He couldn't sit here and watch this. He reached for Taylor's hand. 


"My ex-wife, Elizabeth, she left me about a year ago." Tay's fingers squeezed Dave's. He spoke softly, 
recounting the weeks after the divorce, how he thought he was doing the right thing for the kids by letting 
them stay with their mother, especially when he was such a mess. How he didn't want a custody fight, or any 
sort of fight, really, and so he gave her whatever she wanted. "| thought | was doing right by them," he 
repeated softly. "But the more time passed, the more | realized.. how unhappy they were. And now.." His voice 
hardened. "She's got herself a new man, who's got kids of his own, that apparently hate mine. I've never seen 


my son. like the last time." 


Ariel watched him silently, jotting down a few notes on a legal pad before her. When his voice drifted off, she 
spoke up. "I'm sorry, Taylor. These situations.. They suck. Seeing your kids hurting's the worst feeling in the 
world" Taylor nodded. His fingers tightened around Dave's again. "I'm going to push you on this a little bit, okay? 
Not to be disrespectful, but because | need as much information as | can get" Tay glanced up, and Dave's 
heartbeat quickened. He wasn't going to like this. "Do you have any other evidence, beside what your son told 


you, that his mother and her new.. man, shall we say, are not treating them well?" 

Taylor shook his head, his jaw set. "Sam wouldn't lie to me." 

"I am not saying that he would. Like | said, | just need as much information as you can give me." 

Dave noticed Taylor's eyes flicker angrily. "Taylor's really close with his kids." He volunteered softly. "This 
whole.. new man business.. That's just the last straw. You should see them together, it's so fucked up that he 
only gets to be with them a few days a month." Tay stared at his knees, but his thumb traced Dave's 
knuckles gratefully. 

Ariel nodded. "| agree. Wholeheartedly. Taylor, what would you like to have happen as a result of this?" 


He looked up at her, still on edge. "I want equal time with them. At least. Ideally more." 


Another nod. "That sounds perfectly reasonable. May | ask what you are currently giving her in alimony and 
child support?" 


Taylor named a number and Dave gasped out loud. "You've got to be fucking kidding me." Tay smiled bitterly. 


"| told you, | didn't fight. At all." 
"Do you want to decrease that amount?" Ariel asked. He shook his head no. 
"| don't give a shit about the money. Just the kids." 


"Would you be willing to pay more?" Dave tried to control his face, but couldn't. Ariel smiled at his obvious 


outrage. "I know, it's ridiculous. But again, just trying to see what tools we have available to us." 
Taylor squeezed his hand briefly - a clear signal to take it easy. "ld consider it, within reason." 


"Okay. My hope for all my cases, especially when there're high-profile folks involved, is that we settle this out 
of court. But | need to know if you are willing to go before a judge if it comes to that" 


Tay's eyes sought out Dave's. Dave nodded, and Taylor, facing Ariel again, did the same. "Yes." 


"Okay then. Let me take her lawyer out for some coffee, and lay out some options for her. She's got to see 


that her client has quite a sweet deal right now - too sweet, really. I'll see if | can scare her a little bit." 


Dave grinned. Yep, he definitely liked her. But there was still one thing they needed her to know. He glanced at 
Taylor and knew that he was thinking the same thing. 


"Ariel, there's something we should probably tell you," Tay started, his voice quiet but determined. "Dave and l.. 


we're... 


The smile on her face told them everything they needed to know. "I figured as much the moment | walked in. 


Has this been going on a while?" 


Dave shook his head. "No, it's very new. My wife recently left me, too, and Taylor and l.. figured out some 
things it shouldn't have taken sixteen years to figure out" 


She nodded. "It takes a while some times. Good for you." 


Dave squirmed, wondering if he dared to ask the next question. "Do you think." He took a deep breath. "Is this 
going to make it harder for Taylor to get custody?" 


Ariel shook her head. "I really doubt it. | take it your ex-wife doesn't know about this?" Taylor shook his head 
no. "If we get very unlucky in terms of what judge we get, it could. But I'll make sure we get in front of one 


that won't care." 


They agreed that she would call them in a couple of days with an update. In the car, Taylor stared at his keys, 
his eyes still dim. Dave traced his cheekbone with his thumb, hoping the darkened windows would shield them 


from any nearby cameras. Once again, he fought the urge to mumble useless words of comfort, useless 
promises. Taylor knew him too well for those to mean shit anyway. Instead, he gently pulled Tay into his arms 


and held him close, stroking his back from time to time till some of the tension left those angular shoulders. 


Chapter 3b 
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They ate lunch on the back porch, listening to the girls chatter away as they tried to fill them in on 
everything they had done since waking up that morning. 


"And then Arwen filiinally brushed her teeth," Elanor giggled, moving her curls away from her eyes. Taylor 
glanced at Dave, smiling, and the grin froze on his lips. Dave stared at his plate, his jaw set and his sandwich 
abandoned. He index finger pressed into his jaw, rubbing it in cirlces, as if trying to massage away a bruise. 
Taylor reached out and covered his hand with his own. Dave jumped slightly in surprise. 

"You okay?" Tay mouthed softly. 


Dave nodded. "Fine. Sorry. Bit down bad." 


He wasn't fine though. Ten minutes after they finished eating, Taylor spotted him popping a couple of Advil in 
the kitchen. These were followed by two more before dinner. And another two before bed. 


"Tooth still bugging you?" Tay asked casually as he slipped into bed next to him. 
Dave averted his gaze. "It's okay. It's just acting up a bit." 


"Same one as last time?" There'd been one day during their last tour cycle when Dave had popped painkillers 


like candy. Apparently that treatment helped - the Advil bottle was nowhere to be seen the next day. 


Dave nodded reluctantly, still looking anywhere but at Taylor. Tay draped an arm across his chest. "You should 


probably go get it checked out, D." 
Dave rolled onto his side, facing the closet. "It'll be fine.” 
‘Im really tired, Tay. ‘Night, okay?" 


Taylor wrapped his arms around the singer, spooning him gently. "Okay. Sleep good." 


Dave's fingers found his and squeezed. Taylor pressed his lips to the back of his neck, tightening his embrace 
and winced. Tension radiated from every muscle beneath his hands. Dave leaned back a bit, letting his body fall 


into Tay's embrace; Taylor nuzzled him gently, relieved. 


Eventually, he drifted off to sleep clutching Dave to him. When he awoke again, the room was still pitch-black 
And his arm was still draped around Dave. What had woken him? A noise of some sort? Or the mattress 


shifting? 


He heard and felt it at the same time - a soft, barely audible sniffle, and a slight shudder, warm skin vibrating 
beneath his fingers. He placed his palm between Dave's shoulder blades, making a couple of small, soothing 
circles there and the singer froze, suddenly aware he wasn't the only one awake. Taylor tugged on his shoulder 


gently, easing him onto his back 


Dave kept his eyes fixed on the closet door. Tay swallowed, his stomach churning anxiously. This wasn't going 
to be easy, was it.. He slipped his hand beneath Dave's chin, softly stroking his cheek. 


"D? Baby, look at me." Slowly, hesitantly, Dave turned his head. Even in the dark, Taylor could see that his eyes 
were wider than usual, and bloodshot. "It's not going away, is it?" Dave shook his head no. Taylor slipped an arm 
around him, pulling him into his embrace. "C'me here, babe.." To his surprise, Dave didn't protest. A hot, wet 
forehead leaned against his collarbone as the singer tucked himself into his embrace. Tay pressed his lips to 
the top of Dave's head, squeezing his back gently. "Do you have someone you can go to, baby?" He could feel 
Dave trying to swallow the lump in his throat. 


| hate him." A nearly inaudible whisper. 

"| can call mine, if you want. She's really nice.” Dave didn't answer, just buried his face deeper in Tay's shoulder. 
Taylor raked his fingers through his chestnut strands. "Ill come with you, okay?" A soft sob escaped the body 
in his arms and Taylor's heart tightened painfully. "Shhh... It'll be okay, baby. We'll make it okay, | promise.” 

"| can't, T." 

Taylor leaned his head forward, touching his cheek to Dave's. In the sixteen years he'd know him, he had seen 
Dave freak out more than once - at shows, in the studio, after a particularly bad fight with Marina. But 
never, not once, had he seen him so vulnerable, so utterly defenseless. Dave leaned into his touch, and he bit 
back a sob. "I'll be right there with you, the whole time, D. | won't let anything bad happen to you." 

"| can't." Dave's voice broke. Taylor pulled him closer protectively. 

"Babe, did you.. did something bad happen when you went before?" 


Another swallow. "I had to get a filling last year.. And they.. they couldn't fuckin’ get me numb." 


Oh shit. "Fuck. Did you ask them to stop?" 


Dave nodded. "Fuckin’ begged them to." 
"And?" 


Dave pulled away a bit. Wide, tear-filled eyes found Taylor's. It was easier to talk like this, in the dark. "They 


kept giving me Novocain. And saying they were almost done, and.." He looked away. "For forty fuckin’ minutes... 
Taylor flinched, pushing back the bile that suddenly rushed to his throat. "God, baby, I'm sorry.. That sounds 
terrible." He tugged on Dave's arm, pulling him back into his arms. "I'm so sorry." Dave burrowed into his 
shoulder again. 

"I'm so fuckin’ scared, T." 

"I know, babe. | know. | promise you | won't let anyone hurt you like that.” 


"What if it doesn't work again?" 


"Then we'll figure something else out. Put you under, if we have to. There's no fuckin’ way I'm letting anyone do 


that to you." 

"Promise?" Small, muffled voice. 

Taylor pulled back a bit. Hazel eyes found brown in the pre-dawn glow. "I swear." 

Dave nodded, curling back into Tay's arms. Taylor stroked his back till his breaths evened out and the 
chocolate eyes fluttered shut. He shifted a bit, trying to rearrange his limbs a bit, but froze when he heard a 
soft sniffle. 


"Don't let go. Please don't let me go." 


Taylor pressed his lips to the top of Dave's head. Guess he was staying just like this tonight, pins and needles 


be damned. "Not for a second, angel." 
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Taylor awoke with a jolt, his heart pounding. What the fuck was he freaking out about now? He turned to his 
left, and his breath caught in his throat. Dave's dark strands had spilled over the side of his face, covering his 
eyes. With his every breath, a couple of them fluttered slightly, moving away from his lips and falling back 
down again. His left hand, balled into a tight fists, lay tucked beneath his chin; his head rested on his right. Tay 
fought the urge to embrace him, to wrap him in his arms and hold him close. There would be time for that 


later. He glanced at his phone. A little after 8. Good. 


Moving as slowly and quietly as he could, he rolled off the bed and made his way to the bathroom. With the 
door shut safely behind him, he scrolled through his contacts and dialed. 


"Hello, doctor's office." 


"Hi. My name is Taylor. Taylor Hawkins. I'm a patient of Dr. Shelvin. | umm, was wondering if itd be possible to 
make an appointment with her." 


"Certainly, when would you like to come in?" 

"Umm, if possible, today.. And its actually not for me, but for a friend of mine. His tooth is really bothering 
him, and he, umm, doesn't have a dentist he can go to. | know Dr. Shelvin's really good, and | was wondering." 
His voice drifted off. 

There was a pause on the other end of the line. "Whats your friend's name?" 

"Dave. Umm. David. David Grohl." 

Another pause. Taylor cringed. He knew all too well what was happening on the other end of the line, the hand- 
wringing and the "Oh my God" squeals that the young receptionist was trying to hold back. On a normal day, 


he'd be annoyed by that, as he knew Dave would be, too. But today wasn't a normal day. 


"We have an opening at 415, if you can make it in by then" The girl was back, her voice shaking with 


suppressed excitement. 


"Nine fifteen sounds great, thank you. Could l.. would it be possible to speak with Dr. Shelvin for a moment?" 


"Let me see if she's available." 


This time, her voice was replaced by soft elevator music, that horrible electronic imitation jazz that set every 


nerve in Taylor's body on alert. Within a couple of minutes, though, another female voice picked up the phone. 
"Taylor? Are you all right?" 


Taylor smiled. "Hi Dr. Shelvin. Yes, I'm fine. I'm actually going to stop by in a bit with." Fuck, could he tell her? 


"a friend. | asked to talk to you because, he's, umm." 
"Nervous?" She asked gently. 


Taylor sighed. "That's an understatement. He had a hellish experience the last time he had a cavity filled - the 
Novacain didn't work and they wouldn't stop drilling. So, he's pretty freaked out." 


"Ugh, that's terrible. And really helpful for me to know. Thank you. When are you coming in?" 
"In an hour, as long as | can get us a babysitter.” Oh, crap. Did he just say that? 

"Okay, honey. Ill see you two soon, all right?" 

"Thanks, doctor" 


Taylor dialed Esther, praying that she would be free to come over on such short notice. She must have heard 


the urgency in his voice because she agreed to come by immediately, no questions asked. 
"But Taylor?" 

"Yes, ma'am?" 

"Write note for them. Tell them you'll be back" 

He nodded and realized she couldn't see him. "Absolutely, will do. Thank you." 


Taylor took a deep breath and turned the door handle, dreading what he had to do next. He stepped into the 
bedroom and froze. Wide brown eyes stared at him from Dave's pillow, peeking from beneath the burgundy 
comforter. Tay dropped his phone on the nightstand and climbed into the bed, pulling the singer into his arms. 
A hot cheek leaned into his collarbone. 


"When?" A soft, choked whisper. 


"Nine fifteen," Taylor answered just as quietly, resting his palm in between Dave's shoulder blades. The singer 


nodded. 


"| need to call Esther." 
"| already did. She's on her way." Dave squeezed his arm gratefully. Tay pressed his lips to the top of his head. 
"Let's go get this over with, okay?" 


Dave nodded again, pulling away reluctantly. While he dressed and brushed his teeth, Tay found a piece of paper 
and jotted down a note for Arwen and Elanor, telling them that he and their dad had to run an errand and 


would be back soon. 


They drove in silence, Dave's eyes, hidden under his aviators, fixed on Taylor's dashboard. Tay glanced at him 
out of the corner of his eye, his stomach churning with a mix of sympathy and fear. 


"De" Dave turned his head slightly to show he heard. "What do you want to do today, after?" The dark-haired 
head turned away, staring out the passenger side window. Okay, he got it. Not helpful. 


Taylor pulled into a parking spot right by the entrance. The small, stucco building cast a shadow over his car, 
making him shiver as he stepped out. He walked to the passenger side. Dave had stepped out of the car, and 
stood frozen by the passenger door, trying to will himself to move. Taylor gently took his hand into his own 
and Dave's fingers tightened around his, squeezing so hard it hurt. 


"lll be right there, D. The whole time." Tay whispered softly, squeezing back. Dave nodded, eyes still fixed on 


the pavement. "C'me on, baby." 


The pastel blue waiting room was empty, save for an old man who sat in a corner leafing through a magazine. 
Taylor made his way to the receptionist, who, quite contrary to her manner on the phone that morning, 
seemed to have lost the ability to speak She took one look at Dave and handed them a clipboard full of 
paperwork to fill out. Taylor sighed. Did they really have to do this now? He was about to protest when Dr. 
Shelvin appeared by the door. 


"David? Come on in, sweetheart. Taylor, you can bring that with you." 


Taylor glanced at Dave nervously. The singer stared straight ahead, still hiding behind those aviators. When Tay 
tugged on his arm, he followed, reaching up to take the glasses off. He tried to slip them into the pocket of his 
shirt, but his hand shook too hard to manage the finicky cloth. Taylor gently eased them out of his hand, 


running his thumb over his knuckles reassuringly. 
Dr. Shelvin led them to the back of the office, to a small exam room with a door. Dave followed her in and 
froze. For a second, he stared at the dentist chair inside. Then, with a soft sob, he turned around and buried 


his head in Taylor's shoulder. 


Taylor wrapped his arms around him protectively, stroking his hair with one hand as his other massaged his 


back. "Shh... | know, angel, | know." 

"Please, take me home, T, please.." 

Taylor's chest tightened; he swallowed hard. He knew Dave was overreacting, he knew it, but goddamnit he 
hated seeing this man in any kind of pain. And this.. He took a couple of deep breaths to steady himself. 

"D, baby, if | thought there was any chance this would get better on its own, I'd get you out of here. You 
know | would. But it won't, baby.. I'm sorry." Another sniffle escaped the body in his arms, and he pulled Dave 
closer. "Breath, baby. Take a couple of deep breaths.’ 

Dave inhaled shakily. Dr. Shelvin came over and gently placed a hand on his shoulder. 

| won't do anything till you say it's okay, honey. | promise." 

Dave turned his head toward her. "I'm sorry." 

“Shh... Nothing to be sorry about. Taylor told me what happened to you last time - that's terrible." His eyes 
filled again. He didn't answer. "I promise you | won't hurt you like that. No matter what." Dave nodded, just once. 
"Do you think we can take a quick x-ray to see what's going on with your tooth?" Another nod. 

Dave hid his face in Taylor's shirt again as they made their way to the exam chair. Tay helped him settle 
inside it, then walked behind him, never letting go of his hand, never taking his eyes off the chocolate ones. Dr. 
Shelvin slipped the lead apron over Dave's torso, then positioned the x-ray slide in his mouth. 

"Taylor and | are going to step out for one second while it takes the image, okay honey?" 

The brown eyes widened, but Dave didn't protest. Taylor kissed his forehead gently. "I'll be right back" And he 
was, the moment the x-ray machine's click indicated it had done its job. Dave watched anxiously as she placed 
the x-ray slide on a lit screen nearby. Taylor walked to the other side of the chair, pulling on his hand gently. 
"D? Cme here." 

Dave sat up and he settled next to him, drawing him into his arms. 

"Tay." 

‘I'm here, baby. Right here" 


Dr. Shelvin pulled up a stool and sat down next to them. "Okay guys, good news or bad news first?" 


"Bad," Dave whispered, fingers digging into Tay's back. Taylor pressed his cheek against the side of his face 
tenderly. 


"You do have a cavity, sweetheart, and we've got to get it filled right away because it's getting pretty big" 
Dave inhaled sharply, burrowing deeper into Taylor's arms. "The good news is that it's a simple filling - | don't 
think this is bad enough for a root canal" Taylor cringed. Call him naive, but he didn't think a root canal had 
been on the menu at all. Fuck He stroked Dave's back gently as the singer shivered in his arms. 


tll be okay, angel. | promise itll be okay." 
Dave shook his head no, clinging to him. "Please." 
"Dave, honey, what's the hardest part? Is it getting the Novocain?" Dr. Shelvin lay a hand on his knee gently. 


Dave shook his head no. "What comes after?" A nod, and a shaky breath. "Because it hurt you before?" 
Another nod. 


"Sweetheart, | can't promise you that it won't hurt at all. Sometimes, there are spots that don't get numb 
right away, and if we hit one, you'll feel it” Dave shivered again. Taylor glanced at her, confused. Why was she 
telling him this? Was she trying to freak him out even more? "But here's what | can promise. The moment you 
feel anything, raise your hand, and I'll stop, right away. l'll give you more Novocain. And we'll try one more 


time. If you're still not numb, we'll stop all together. Two tries, and that's it. Do you think you can do that?" 
Dave sniffled softly, and Taylor tightened his arms around him again. "You promise you'll stop?" 

She picked up his hand. "I promise." Pause. "Do you think we can we try to get you numb?" Dave nodded 
hesitantly. With Taylor's help, he got back into the chair, his eyes following Tay as he settled behind his head 


agai n. 


Taylor watched nervously as Dr. Shelvin placed some topical anesthetic in the singer's mouth. Dave might be 


cool with this part, but he sure as hell wasn't. 
"Close your eyes, sweetheart," Dr. Shelvin said gently. Dave obeyed, and Taylor shut his tight, too, unable to 
make himself look. When Dave's grip on his fingers tightened, he squeezed back, resting his left palm against 


the singer's cheek. 


"Almost, baby," he whispered softly. "Hold on just a little longer." He forced himself to open his eyes just in 


time to see the needle leave Dave's mouth. Ugh, excellent: 


The chocolate eyes parted. Taylor had hoped that some of the panic would have left them, but they had, if 


anything, grown wider. Dave sat up again, and Tay took his plac next to him, embracing him once more. 
"Is there anything that helps, baby?" He asked softly. 
Dave burrowed deeper into his arms. "Stay close. Please?" 


"I won't let go, baby. | promise." 


"l. | just." His voice broke again. Taylor winced, trying to push back his own tears. 


"Shhh... | know. You don't have to explain 


Dave took a couple of deep breaths to steady himself. Dr. Shelvin left, and returned a few minutes later with a 
younger woman that Taylor vaguely recognized - her assistant. The body in his arms tensed; pulled closer. "T?" 


"Almost over, baby. Just a few minutes, okay?" 


Dave squeezed his hand just as Dr. Shelvin turned toward them. "Okay, honey, let's get that cavity cleaned up, 
all right?" 
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Pulling away from Taylor was one of the hardest things Dave could remember doing in a long time. Tay was 
his wall, his security blanket. He had buried his face in the crook of the drummer's neck, that soft, warm spot 
that smelled uniquely like Tay. Like home. Taylor had wrapped his arms around him and was holding him close, 
the heat of his body enveloping him reassuringly. Here, in these arms, it was safe. Out there, it decisively 


wasn't. 


He clung to Taylor's back, trying to find the strength to pull back, knowing that Tay wouldn't have the heart to 
push him. A callused thumb stroked his knuckles gently. 


"I won't let anything bad happen to you, | promise." 
Dave squeezed his hand, drawing a deep breath. C'me on, Grohl, you can do this. He sat up and forced himself 
to open his eyes. Fuck, may be he should've kept them closed. He tried to inhale again and couldn't, the panic 


setting in so strong and fast, it knocked the wind out of him. 


A familiar hand on his cheek. Find Tay. Need to find Tay. He glanced up and found himself staring onto those 


loving hazel eyes. The knot in his chest loosened. He could breath again. 

He let Taylor guide him back into the chair, never breaking eye contact. His lip trembled as Dr. Shelvin adjusted 
the chair's angle, and he bit it to hold it still. He hated feeling so fucking weak, hated how his body betrayed 
him. He tried to brush a strand of hair away from his eyes, and felt his hand tremble. Fuck. 

Taylor held his right hand, his fingers squeezing gently from time to time. More than anything, Dave wanted to 
climb back into his arms. They could do whatever they wanted to him if he could just bury his face in Tay's 
shoulder again. As if reading his mind, Taylor touched his lips to his forehead. 

"We can take a break anytime, okay?" He said softly. "And just hold onto each other for a bit” 

Dr. Shelvin moved closer. "Absolutely. If you need me to stop, for any reason, just raise your left hand, okay?" 
Dave nodded, swallowing. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Dr. Shelvin pick up the dental drill. His 
fingers tightened around Taylor's involuntarily. Tay squeezed back, gently placing his left hand against Dave's 
cheek. 


"You're doing great, baby. Just a little longer.” 


Dr. Shelvin's face appeared again. "Okay, sweetheart, | need you to open as wide as you can, all right?" 


Tears flooded Dave's eyes. He tried to hide his face, but there was nowhere to go, not with the doctor on one 
side of him, and another woman to the other. He was about to sit up again, the urge to get away so strong 
that he could no longer fight it, when Taylor leaned over him, his golden hair forming a protective curtain 


around them. 


“Shhh... Breath, baby.." Dave forced himself to take a couple of deep breaths. Taylor traced his cheekbone with 
his thumb, giving him time to calm down. The wave of panic started to dissipate. Slowly, his breathing evened 


out; the tears receded. Tay kissed his forehead again. "Hold on tight, okay?" 


Dave nodded. Taylor sat back, giving his hand a gentle press. When Dr. Shelvin moved toward them again, Dave 
opened his mouth, his eyes fixed on Taylor's. When the sound of the drill sent a shiver down his spine, he 
leaned into Tay's hand, hiding in the warmth of the drummer's skin against his cheek. 


The first few minutes passed uneventfully, and Dave started to relax. This wasn't fun, certainly, but it wasn't 
so bad, either. Then, suddenly, there it was - that shooting pain that pierced him to the core and sent his 
heart racing again. A soft moan escaped him as his left hand shot up in the air, while his right tightened 
around Taylor's desperately. The drill fell silent and Dr. Shelvin's face floated above him. 


"l'm sorry sweetheart. Guess we found a hot spot after all. Open wide for me, okay? I'm going to try to get 
that area numb." 


Dave opened his mouth, trying to push back the tears that threatened to overwhelm him again. His eyes found 


Taylor's. The drummer squeezed his fingers. "I love you." 

For some reason, that was exactly what Dave needed to hear right now. When Dr. Shelvin picked up the drill 
again, he parted his lips without being asked to, thinking only of getting out of this chair, the sooner the 
better. 


To his surprise, the pain did not return. He could see Dr. Shelvin watching his face carefully, and blinked trying 
to show her he was okay. She rubbed his shoulder gently. "Almost done, sweetheart." 


In another minute, it was over. Dave sat up, glancing at the doctor sheepishly. 
"I don't know how to thank you." 


She smiled. "No need. You did great" He quirked an eyebrow at her. "I'm serious. You let us do everything that 
had to be done - that's a lot better than a whole lot of folks who come in here." 


He smiled shyly - a pretty lopsided grin, he was sure, seeing how he couldn't feel half his face. "Thank you." 


As soon as she left, Dave felt a familiar hand on his shoulder. He turned and leaned into Taylor's arms. 


"T." He whispered softly, unable to find words that would come close to doing justice to what he wanted to 
say. 


Taylor pulled him closer. "Shh... H's okay. | know." 
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Taylor watched Dave set the table out of the corner of his eye as he stirred two pots of chili. Dr. Shelvin had 
been adamant that Dave not eat any hard foods for at least twenty-four hours, and when the singer 
grumbled about being forced to eat mashed potatoes all day, Tay offered to call on his Texas roots for their 
dinner. The excited glimmer in Dave's eyes told him he'd said the right thing. 


The larger pot held the real thing; next to it, a smaller, vegetarian version simmered peacefully. Elanor was still 
on her no beef kick, and Tay really didn't want to deal with cooking both beef and turkey. He had picked up a 
bag of Morningstar meatless crumbles at the grocery store instead and stir fried them briefly with some 
onions before tossing them into the pot. To his surprise, the fake stuff actually smelled good enough to eat.. 


Dave dropped the last spoon into a bowl and glanced up at Taylor. Their eyes met, and Tay's breath caught in 
his throat. He had been a nervous wreck that morning after they left the dentist's office, terrified that Dave 
would freak out and push him away. Dave could let his emotions show, better than Taylor could, actually, but 
he hated, despised, letting anyone see him afraid. In 2001, the first time they played Wembley Stadium, Taylor 
had found him in the bathroom, throwing up and shaking like a leaf. He'd knelt next to him in the stall, held his 
hair back, whispered that it'd be okay, he wasn't going out there alone, they'd be right behind him. Dave had 
gripped his shoulder till the moment they stepped on stage.. and then avoided him for two days straight 
afterwards. 


So, when they left that small, peach-colored building, Taylor had no idea what to expect. Or, rather, he had an 
idea, and was hoping against hope he was wrong. Turned out he had nothing to worry about though. Two 
minutes into the drive, Dave reached out and took his hand, interlacing their fingers together. He didn't let go 
till Elanor and Arwen tackled the two of them in the front yard. 


Dave smiled shyly. Tay grinned back. It was weird - as much as that morning had sucked, as much as he hated 
seeing Dave hurting, he couldn't help but feel that it had pushed them forward somehow, pushed him forward, 
may be. Dave had always been the strong one in their relationship, for every one of his freak outs, he was 
Taylor's rock three times over. He was the older one, the one they both considered more mature, even though 
Tay was pretty sure he'd caught up to him in recent years. That morning, Taylor had been Dave's rock, in a 


way he'd never been allowed to be before. In a way that, he knew, Dave wouldn't trust anyone else to be, ever. 


And being trusted like that made Tay trust him, too. 


That night, he lay in bed, waiting for Dave to come out of the bathroom, wondering if he was actually ready 
for this. Then the singer appeared, and all doubt disappeared from his mind. Dave's chestnut hair fell in soft 
waves around his face; chocolate eyes stared at Taylor lovingly, and a bit nervously. Deep red tattoos peeked 


out from beneath his beat-up black Motorhead shirt. 

Dave climbed onto the bed and slid beneath the comforter, pulling the t-shirt over his head. He reached for 
Taylor's hand. 

| never thanked you," he said softly. "For this morning.” 

Taylor squeezed his fingers. "You know you don't have to." 


Dave swallowed hard. "I wouldn't have been able to do it without you, T." 


Tay moved closer, pulling Dave into his arms. "You'll never have to." He heard a soft sniffle and tightened his 


embrace. "Shh.. | love you, D" 
"| love you, too. So fucking much." 


Taylor slipped a finger beneath his chin, searching for Dave's eyes. Dave's lips parted in a surprised "o" as his 
gaze met Tay's. 


‘Show me." Taylor whispered, tracing his cheekbone with a callused thumb. 
Dave's lips melted into a smile just before they attacked Taylor's mouth. Hungry, desperate kisses mixed with 


soft, caressing ones, languid and loving and deliciously intoxicating. A warm hand slipped beneath his t-shirt, 


pressing against his stomach. Drummer calluses. Guitarist calluses. Home.. 
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Dave's lips melted into a smile just before they attacked Taylor's mouth. Hungry, desperate kisses mixed with 
soft, caressing ones, languid and loving and deliciously intoxicating. A warm hand slipped beneath his t-shirt, 


pressing against his stomach. Drummer calluses. Guitarist calluses. Home.. 


Dave tugged on his arms. The moment Taylor sat up, he straddled him, pulling off his shirt with one fluid 
motion. His warm mouth pressed against his collarbone, and Tay immediately felt himself growing hard. Velvet- 
soft lips surrounded by rougher facial hair hovered over his skin, making him tremble in Dave's arms. He dug 
his fingertips into Dave's back and smiled as the singer moaned against him. Taylor snuck his hand beneath his 
chin. Dave glanced up at him, and Tay's stomach churned in nervous excitement. There was fire in those 
chocolate eyes, desire so strong it took his breath away. Burying his fingers in the dark curls, he captured 
Dave's mouth in a searing kiss. Dave parted his lips slightly and Taylor eagerly slipped his tongue inside. The 
singer responded in kind, playfully wrestling for control. When they pulled apart, Dave was grinning at him 
Teasingly. 


"Someone's horny tonight, eh?" 


Instead of answering, Taylor propped himself up on his arm, flipping Dave off his lap, onto his back, and climbing 
on top of him. The singer's eyes widened in surprise. Taylor didn't give him a chance to recover. Slipping his 
hand to Dave's groin, he grazed his nipple with his teeth. Dave shuddered beneath him and arched his back to 
increase contact. Taylor smirked, sliding his fingers beneath the waistband of his boxers, thrilled at the sounds 
caused by his ministrations. He stroked Dave slowly, thoroughly enjoying the soft, breathy moans, the mixture 
of heat and pleading in those coffee-colored eyes. Dave had wrapped his arms around him, and was rubbing his 


back absent-mindedly, lost in Taylor's touch. Tay took a deep breath. 
"De" 
He could see Dave struggling to focus. "Yea?" 


"l. | want to.. Can we try?" 


Fuck. Why couldn't he get the words out? Judging by the way Dave froze beneath him though, he had 
understood perfectly. A gentle, warm hand reached for Tay's and pulled it from beneath its owner's boxers. 
Interlacing their fingers together, Dave rolled both of them onto their sides. "Baby, you sure?" Taylor nodded, 
trying to fight off the panic that had suddenly returned full force. Dave's eyes stared into his searchingly. 


"C'me here... 


He leaned into Dave's arms gratefully, melting into that warm, safe embrace. Dave. This was Dave. His Dave. 


The love of his life. He inhaled, breathing in his familiar scent. 
"| love you," the singer whispered into his hair. 
"Love you, too," Taylor mumbled softly. 


Dave pulled back slightly, forcing Taylor to meet his gaze again. "I'll do everything | can to make this good for 
you." Tay nodded, some of the panic receding. "But you gotta promise me that you'll stop me if it doesn't feel 
good, okay? Or if it's just too fast” 


Taylor nodded again. "Lay on your stomach for a sec." 
Tay gripped his shoulder nervously. "I want to see you." 
Dave kissed him gently. "Shh. Trust me, okay?" 


Taylor rolled onto his stomach, burying his head in his pillow nervously. He heard the sound of a bottle being 
opened, of liquid squirting out, and shivered. He shuddered in surprise when he felt Dave's hands on his back, 
gently spreading something slick and warm over his shoulder blades. What the fuck.. ? 


A soft moan escaped him as Dave's fingers kneaded the knots by his neck, soothing away the tension he hadn't 
even realized was there. Gentle, warm palms slid over his skin and he lost himself in the tender, firm strokes 
as his body relaxed under Dave's touch. Dave started with his shoulders and worked his way down, massaging 
the muscles by his ribs, and along his spine before moving onto his lower back. Tay inhaled sharply when 
Dave's fingers found a particularly tight spot near his hip. The singer drew back immediately. 


"You okay?" 


Taylor nodded. "Fucking fantastic." Soft lips touched the top of his neck, sending his lower abdomen stirring. Tay 


smiled into his pillow as Dave snuggled up against him. 


"Turn toward me, baby." Taylor did as he was told. Dave kissed him tenderly, running his palm soothingly down 
his side. Never breaking the kiss, he slipped his hand behind him, gently sliding his fingers between Tay's cheeks. 
Dave parted his lips as he slipped a digit inside him, inviting Taylor's tongue into his mouth. Tay seized the 
invitation eagerly, exploring the singer's heat as Dave tried to find the spot that would make him see stars. 
Pretty soon, he was bucking his hips against those talented fingers, because how dare Dave stop now that he'd 
found that amazing place, how dare he pull back.. Then he was being stretched again, and it hurt a bit, but 
that didn't matter, not when he knew how amazing he was going to feel in a second or two. More stretching, 
and then Dave broke the kiss gently, all the while stroking Taylor from the inside. Tay met his eyes, fear 


suddenly gnawing at him again. Dave leaned toward him, letting their foreheads touch. 


"Climb on top of me," he whispered. Taylor's eyes narrowed in confusion, then widened as he understood what 
Dave had in mind. His heart filled with gratitude as the anxiety retreated. Dave withdrew his fingers and Taylor 
sat up, placing a leg on either side of him. Dave poured a generous amount of lube into his palm and spread it 
over himself. Then, together, he and Taylor guided him toward Tay's entrance. Hazel eyes met brown, and their 
free hands found each other as Taylor lowered himself slowly onto his lover. His heartbeat quickened as he 
bent his knees, but not in fear this time. As he felt Dave fill him, a wave of emotion stronger than he could've 
imagined washed over him, and tears gathered in the corners of his eyes. Dave noticed and propped himself up 


on his arm, squeezing Tay's fingers gently. 


"T? Baby, you okay?" Taylor nodded and smiled, unable to form words. Dave sat up all the way, wrapping his 


arms around him. "It feels so fucking good to be inside you." 


Tay gasped as Dave's lips crashed against his own, both at the intensity of the kiss and because with this new 
angle, Dave was hitting that spot inside of him head-on, sending explosions of pleasure through every nerve 
ending in his body. Taylor gripped Dave's shoulders as his head fell back, further increasing the friction. Then, 
Dave's fingers wrapped around his shaft, while that perfect mouth found his neck, and he was in free-fall, 
spinning through wave after wave of ecstasy. As the aftershocks coursed through him, he let his torso fall 
forward, into Dave's waiting arms. A couple more thrusts of his hips, and then Dave was coming inside him, 
making the most beautiful sounds Taylor had ever heard. He opened his eyes and watched Dave's face as he 
came back down. Chocolate eyes parted and stared at him, unfocused. Tay smiled and kissed him gently. Then, 
slowly, he climbed off Dave's lap and maneuvered them both onto the bed The singer still hadn't taken his 
eyes off him. 


"D? You all right?" 


Dave cupped his face in his palm and whispered the words Taylor had thought so many times. "I could spend 
the rest of my life watching you smile like that and need nothing more..." 
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They were at the grocery store, stocking up for the weekend, when Taylor's phone buzzed. Dave saw him 

fumble as he glanced at the screen and his stomach tightened. Ariel? Tay nodded, confirming his suspicions, and 
headed for the exit, phone already pressed to his ear. Dave followed his retreating back until a tiny hand pulled 
on his sleeve, snapping him back to reality. Small brown eyes - a miniature version of his own - stared at him 


from the child safety seat attached to the shopping cart 
"Daddy, cereal" 

Yes, cereal. They needed a few boxes, right? 

"What kind do you want, sweetheart?" 

"Cocoa Puffs!" 


Oh no, not this again. He scanned the aisle, searching for the bright yellow box that they'd have to glue a bird 
onto later to make his four-year-old happy. Where the hell did it go? 


Another tug, this one on his jeans. He looked down, only to see Elanor pointing up at the top shelf. Ah, there it 
is. Soon, a couple of Cocoa-Puffs doppelgangers tumbled into their cart, followed by some sort of organic 
raising bran and a multi-colored box that looked suspiciously like Lucky Charms. 

"El, what is this?" 

"Its Bianca's favorite." 

"Oh. What about Sam, what does he like?" 


Elanor shrugged. "He's like Uncle T. He'll eat anything.” 


Dave couldn't help the burst of laughter that escaped him. Sassy, that one. But honest. "Okay then. Should we 


get some pita bread and hummus for snacks?" 


"Yes, please." This time, the answer came in chorus, Arwen's voice joining her sister's enthusiastically. "Lead 


the way." 


Elanor pulled on the shopping cart, and Dave pushed lightly to help her, warily eyeing the parking lot just 
outside. He could barely make out Taylor's form a few feet from the door, but from the way his shoulders 


slumped forward, he could tell the conversation was not going well. Fuck 


Taylor re-joined them by the deli counter a few minutes later as they waited for their slices of cheese and 


cold cuts. When Dave looked up at him questioningly, he just shook his head. 
‘lm gonna go pick up some juice, okay?" 


Dave nodded. What else could he do? At home though, he sent the girls upstairs to play and cornered Taylor in 
the kitchen 


"What'd she say, T?" 
Taylor sighed. "The short of it? Elizabeth's basically telling me to fuck off. Her lawyer repeated what they'd 
told Ted - two more grand a month in exchange for two more days with the kids. Ariel is filing the case in 


court Today." 


Dave wrapped his arms around the drummer, his own heart racing. Court. A vision of a windowless, cave-like 


room floated in front of his eyes. His stomach dropped at the very thought. 

‘'m sorry, D." Tay's morose whisper broke his reverie. He glanced into the hazel eyes, confused. 

"What for?" 

"For... all this. For outing us. For putting you and the girls through this mess.’ 

Dave brushed his lips against Taylor's lightly. "You've got nothing to be sorry for, you hear me? We're in this 
together." The drummer nodded, but there was no relief in those hazel eyes. Dave felt his heart constrict 
painfully. "Tay." Taylor looked up at him hesitantly. "Don't hide from me. Please? Not now..." 


A warm forehead leaned against his shoulder. "I'm scared, D" 


"I know, baby. | am, too." He tightened his embrace and felt some of the tension leave Tay's shoulders. "Is she 


gonna call you with an update later?" 

Taylor nodded. "She said she'd file it, then call Elizabeth's lawyer, and then call me back." 

Dave forced a smile. "Okay. Let's unpack all this stuff for now." 

They worked silently, shoving the frozen items into the freezer and the cereal and snack boxes on pantry 


shelves. The girls, unable to stay put for more than ten minutes at a time, soon joined them and gladly took 
over the pantry duties. 


"What are we gonna do with Sam and Bianca, Uncle T?" Arwen asked, raising her arms to be picked up. Taylor 


lifted her, and she curled up against his chest. 

"| don't know, kiddo, what do you want to do?" 

"Zool" 

"Again?" 

"Oh yea. | don't know. Movie?" 

"Yea, we can do that. There's a big fair in Topanga this weekend, too. Do you ladies like fairs?" 


Elanor gave an excited "Yeal" Taylor grinned at her and felt two little hands land on his cheeks, turning his face 


back to the child in his arms. 
"What's a fair, Uncle T?" 
Dave laughed. "She's got you in the palm of her hand, dude." 


Taylor laughed. "A fair is like a big celebration. There are rides, and people selling all kinds of food, and bands 
playing, and a petting zoo." 


"Will they have lions at the petting zoo?" 


"Lions? | thought you didn't like lions. You and Bianca refused to look at them at the real zoo, remember?" He 


tickled her belly playfully. "Now you want to pet one?" 

Arwen giggled, her palms still pressed against his cheek. "No! Are there sheep?" 

He nodded, making her hands wiggle. "Yes, there's usually sheep. And goats. And a cow if we get real lucky." 
Dave glanced at Elanor. This was going to totally solidify her commitment to not eating cute things, wasn't it. 


A phone vibrated on the kitchen counter and Taylor gently put Arwen down. "I'll be right back, okay?" He 


disappeared into the living room. Elanor looked up at Dave. 
"Daddy, who keeps calling Uncle T?" 
Dave ruffled her hair gently. "That's grown-up stuff, sweetheart.” 


"You're worried though." 


"Why do you say that?" 
"The way you look at him when he leaves with his phone." 


Dave made a mental note to practice his acting skills. This was not an area where he wanted to get into 


twenty questions with his six-year-old. He looked away, desperately searching his brain for an answer. 
"Is it about Sam and Bianca?" 


Fuck. Not fast enough. "Kind of. Don't worry honey, everything's going to be okay." His stomach churned 
nervously. Would it be okay, really? "Can you ladies help me get started with dinner?" 


Taylor came back a few minutes later, looking a bit less forlorn than he had before the call. Dave shot Elanor 
a look, begging her silently not to pester him with questions. She smiled and handed him the pepper she'd been 
washing and he let go of the breath he hadn't realized he'd been holding. 


The girls ran off to draw as soon as they finished washing the vegetables that would eventually go in their 
pasta and Dave immediately turned to Taylor. 


"Well?" 
A hint of a smile touched the drummer's lips. "She agreed to a mediation hearing.” 
Dave put down the zucchini he was holding. "What?" 


"Yea. As soon as Ariel faxed over the court papers, her lawyer called her back and asked if we wanted to try 


mediation first." 


Dave felt as if a huge weight had, if not lifted off his shoulders, then shifted a bit, making it slightly easier to 
breathe. "Wow.. When?" 


"Next week. Thursday." 
"That's. This is good, T, right?" 
Taylor shrugged. "Its.. not bad. Ariel said not to get my hopes up. But we'll see, yea?" 


Dave nodded, unsure again of what to say. Yes, they'd just have to see.. 
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"How come you're not playing at this shindig?" Jesse glanced at Taylor out of the corner of his eye as they 
maneuvered their way to the concession stands. 


Taylor brushed past a guy trying to calm down a wailing baby, thinking longingly of the artists' tent behind the 


main stage. "The organizers wanted us to commit before we had our tour dates finalized, so we had to say no." 


"Ah. How is it, being a spectator for a change?" Tay grinned. Jesse, like Dave, had that annoying habit of 
knowing exactly what he was thinking. It was this habit that had made Taylor's heart race the previous night 
when Jesse called out of the blue and demanded to see his punk little brother. They hadn't spoken in just over 
a month - which, coincidently, was about the amount of time that had passed since he and Dave confessed 


their feelings to each other. Tay couldn't lie to Jesse, just like he couldn't lie to Dave. And he wasn't sure he 
was ready to tell his big brother the truth. 

Refusing to see him, though, that wasn't an option either. So, after shuffling his feet uncomfortably for a 
moment, searching his brain for any excuse not to, he invited Jesse and his wife Shelly to meet them at 
Topanga Days. When he told Dave, the singer's eyes had widened just a tad before he caught himself and 
nodded with somewhat exaggerated eagerness. Sure, that'd be great. Jesse would get to see Taylor, and Sam 
and Bianca, too. It made perfect sense. Where would they meet him? By the ticket booths? 

Taylor listened to Dave ramble for a few seconds before shutting him up with a kiss. "It'll be okay, D." 

Dave glanced at him nervously. "You sure?" 

"Yea. Hell, may be he won't even ask. There'll be so much going on, you know?" 


Dave quirked an eyebrow at him. Taylor sighed. Who was he kidding? 


They parked themselves at the end of a seemingly endless line, in between two sets of grandparents with 
healthy broods of little ones. Jesse threw an arm around Tay's shoulders. 


"Is good to see you, bro." 


Taylor smiled. "Same here, dude. Annette's growing so fast!" 


"Yea, man, she's six months old already. | can't fuckin’ believe it. Still won't sleep through the night though." 
"How's Shelly doing?" 

"Oh, you know. Tired. But happy, | think She loves that kid more than anything in the world." 

"Aww, are you feeling ignored, big brother?" 


Jesse stared at his feet. "You know how you told me.. that having kids, it changes everything? That you'd 
fuckin’ die for them, and not think a thing about it?" 


Taylor nodded. Then, realizing his brother couldn't see him, offered a soft "yea." 
Jesse looked up, shaking the hair out of his eyes. "You were right." 


For a moment, Taylor stared at him, watched him picking at the earth with the tip of his shoe. Then, unable to 
find words, he pulled his brother into a rough hug, playfully ruffling his hair. 


Jesse looked up, grinning. "Every damn thing she does feels like a miracle, you know? | wake up in the middle of 
the night when she cries sometimes, and l'm fuckin’ happy to be awake if that means | can sit there and rock 


her, and watch her till she falls asleep again." 


Tay smiled softly. "I know, bro. H's like you never knew what it meant to love somebody till this little helpless 


creature came along, right?" 


"Exactly. It's fuckin’ scary, man" Jesse glanced up at him. "Speaking of, how are yours doing?" Taylor's face 


clouded over and Jesse's smile disappeared "Shit. What's wrong?" 

"l'm just a fucking idiot is all. Remember when she left me?" Jesse nodded. Of course he did. How could he not? 
It was Jesse, Jesse and Dave who nursed him back to some form of sanity in those first few weeks. For as 
long as he lived, Jesse would never forger the look in his brother's eyes when he opened his door that first 
day. "I didn't fight her for them. Just took what she gave me. And now." Taylor took a deep breath. "I'm gonna 
try to fight her for custody, Jesse." 

Jesse's eyes widened. "Oh shit. Like in court?" 

It might come to that, yea" 


A strong arm encircled Taylor's shoulders again. "I'm proud of you, bro." He looked up. Jesse was smiling. 


"Thanks, bro." 


"If there's anything | can do to help, let me know, yea?" 
"You bet" 


There was a pause. Taylor could feel Jesse's hesitation, and it made his intestines churn uncomfortably. "So, 


how's Dave doing?" 


So, they had gotten here after all. Taylor shuffled his feet nervously. "He's okay. All things considered, you 


know..." 
"She just up and left him?" 


Tay nodded and softly recounted the day they got back from tour. When he got to the letter on Dave's bed, 


Jesse cringed. "Poor son of a bitch." He paused. "Have you been staying with him every since?" 

"Yea, pretty much." Taylor could feel his heart rattling against his ribcage. 

"Think you're gonna stick around a while longer?" 

Tay stared at his feet. He could lie, dammit. He didn't have to say anything he didn't want to. There'd be no 
way back if he told the truth. His intestines did another somersault, landing in an uncomfortable knot. He looked 


up, determined to make up some bullshit answer, and found Jesse staring at him searchingly. Fuck. 


"Yea, that's the plan" He paused. "Jesse, | need to tell you something, okay?" His brother nodded, worry 


creeping into those eyes. "Dave and |, we.. Well, you know how we've always been real close, right?" 
"Yea, dude, he's like a brother to you, | know.’ 


Taylor took a deep breath. "Yea, that's what | tried to convince myself of, too, for years.. But its not a 
brother thing, dude.. Not at all." 


A firm, familiar hand clasped his shoulder a little too hard. "Taylor, what the fuck are you trying to tell me?" 
Tay looked up, flinching at the hint of anger in his brother's eyes. "We're in love, Jesse 

"You're fucking each other?" 

Taylor cringed at the word. “That's not the fucking point, dude" 

"But you are?" 


Tay nodded. "Well. yea." 


"So, what's it like?" 

"Jessel" Taylor glanced up, shocked. His brother was smiling. 

‘Chill out, baby bro. I'm glad you came to your senses.” 

"Wh... wait, what?!" 

Jesse's grin grew wider. "Do you have any idea how fucking painful it's been to watch you two? Your face 
lights up whenever he's around, he stares at you with this pathetic longing every goddamn time you're not 
looking, and yet you keep up this fucking fagade, like ‘oh, we're just good friends, we don't like each other like 


that at all." 


Taylor stared at his brother in disbelief, relief and gratitude flooding every vein in his body. "So.. you're okay 
with this?" 


Jesse punched his shoulder playfully. "You bet. Though that question | asked you?" 
Tay's eyes widened. "Yea..?" 
"| don't ever need to hear the answer, got it?" 


Taylor grinned. "Good. ‘Cause | don't kiss and Tell, you know." 
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The kids sat chattering away in the van. Taylor hugged his brother good bye. 
It was good to see you, J." 


"Always, little brother." 


Dave watched the two men embrace, still uneasy. Taylor had taken him aside after he and Jesse came back, 
their arms overflowing with junk food, and told him that, contrary to what they'd both feared, his brother 
was cool with the two of them, happy for them, even. Some of the anxiety that had planted itself firmly in his 
stomach the night before had retreated then. But it didn't take long for him to spot Jesse watching him out of 
the corner of his eye, not too kindly. Now, another couple of hours later, he couldn't wait to jump in the car 


and drive off. 

Jesse let Tay go and turned toward Dave. 

"Come on, D, lets take a walk" 

Dave took a deep breath. Oh. Shit. Here we go. 

Taylor grabbed his brother's shoulder. "J, what are you doing?" 

"Take it easy little brother. I'll get him back to you in one piece, | promise." 


Tay grinned and hopped in the van, shutting the door behind him. Dave gave him the stink eye. Fucker. A strong 


- way too strong, uncomfortably strong - arm looped itself around his shoulders. 
"So, Mr. Grohl, you finally shagged my brother, huh?" 


Dave swallowed, hating himself for it. What was it about this dude that freaked him out so much? They were 
about the same height, Dave was even a little bigger, frankly. He could take him, right? Black belt and all.. Shit. 


Come on, Dave. Quit being a pussy. 


"Look, Jesse, | fuckin’ love your brother, okay? | love him more than I've ever loved anyone. You can say 
whatever the fuck you want, you can do whatever you want to me, that's not gonna.” He saw Jesse's eyes 
soften, a smile tug at the corner of his lips. "What the fuck are you laughing at?" 


"You, you idiot. Did you think | was gonna kick the crap out of you or something?" 

Dave scratched the top of his head nervously. "l." 

"You'd considered the possibility." Dave nodded. Jesse's face grew serious again. "Good. Because listen, you two 
getting together - that's cool. He's head-over-heels for you, has been for years." Dave smiled, relaxing a bit. 


"But if you hurt him, Grohl, I'll fuckin’ destroy you, you hear me?" 


Dave looked up, meeting Jesse's eyes, so like Taylor's and yet unlike them at the same time. "You've got 


nothing to worry about, J" 
Jesse clapped him on the back. "Good. Now get back there before my brother calls the cops on me." 


Dave grinned. "Thanks, man. It means the world to him that you're cool with this, you know that right?" The 


older man nodded. "Means a lot to me, too." 
"Take good care of him, okay? He'd been through too much shit already." 


eR 


Dave was in bed reading when Taylor came out of the shower, towel, as per usual, slung a little too low across 


his hips. Dave closed the book and dropped it on the floor with a loud thud. Tay glanced at him, alarmed. 
"Shhh.. Rugrats sleeping next door, remember?" 

‘I've seen your kids sleep, dude. | could probably beat the shit out of my drums in here and they wouldn't 
wake up." Taylor smiled and climbed onto the bed, letting the towel drop to the floor. Dave's eyes grew wide. 
"Wait, you want to.. now? What about the rugrats?" 


Tay nuzzled his ear. "| locked the door." 


They lay on their backs afterward, Dave's head nestled safely against Taylor's chest. Tay stroked the dark 
curls absent-mindedly. 


‘Sorry about Jesse, D." 
Dave looked up. "Don't worry about it, babe. He was fine." 
"He gave you shit though, didn't he?" 


Dave shook his head no. "Nothing out of the ordinary.’ 


Taylor's lips pressed against the top of his head. "I love you." 

"| love you, too." 

The next day, Taylor left early as usual to drop the kids off at Elizabeth's. Dave made pancakes for Arwen and 
Elanor, sipping his coffee while the girls ate. He hated these mornings. Bianca had teared up when he helped Tay 
put her in her car seat, her wide eyes staring at him sadly as he buckled her in. He had smiled gently, kissed 
her forehead, told her they'd all miss her and to come back soon. Out of the corner of his eye, he had seen 


Taylor turn his head sharply to the side, hiding his face.. 


"Daddy?" Elanor's voice brought him back to his kitchen table. "Do you want us to go to grandma's again 
Today?" 


Dave smiled at his six-year-old. "Actually, | was thinking we could all go to the studio today. Aaron's gonna be 
there, too. That cool?" 


The small faces in front of him lit up. "Yea!" 
He sent the girls to play and set about cleaning the kitchen and living - an excuse, really, to keep an eye on the 
driveway. As soon as he spotted Taylor's truck, he dropped the pile of toys he'd collected on the couch and 


ran outside. 


Tay stepped out of the car, giving him a small smile. "I'm okay, D. Thanks." Dave pulled him into a hug anyway, 


kissing him gently. "Are we on for rehearsal?" 
"Yea, if you're up for it” 
"Let's do it" 


Taylor was quiet the whole way to 606. At the studio, he said hi to the boys briefly and settled behind his kit, 
busying himself with his set up. Nate glanced at Dave worriedly. 


"He okay?" 


Dave looked over at Taylor. He was fiddling with his pedals, a curtain of hair covering his face. "He just dropped 
the kids off at Elizabeth's." 


Nate cringed. "Ouch. Playing should help, right?" 
"| sure as hell hope so." 


It did. By the third song, some of the spark had returned to Taylor's eyes. A couple songs later, Dave 
suggested they switch places for a couple of Zeppelin covers. As they passed in each other by the drums, 


Taylor leaned into his arms for a second. 

"Thank you." 

Dave gave him a quick peck on the lips, smiling from ear to ear. Good 

They stopped to pick up some takeout on the way home. Despite the trip to the grocery store just before the 
weekend, the refrigerator was empty again and Dave had no intensions of dragging Tay back to the 


supermarket again 


Dave was spooning the General Tsao's tofu onto Elanor's plate when Taylor's phone vibrated. Tay glanced at the 


number, his brow knotted in confusion. 
"Hello?" 


Dave couldn't make out the words on the other end of the line, but the speed of the caller's speech didn't 


bode well. He looked up at Taylor just in time to see all of the color drain from the drummer's face. 
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Taylor bolted for the front door, phone still pressed to his ear. "I'll be there in ten minutes." Dave motioned for 


the girls to stay put and ran after him. Tay's hands shook as he struggled with the door handle. 

"T, what happened?" Dave opened the door for him and followed him outside. 

Taylor glanced at him over his shoulder, mouth set in a tight line. "Accident. Elizabeth ran a stop sign" 
"Is she okay?" 

"Dort know’ 

Dave saw the panic in his eyes and his heart plummeted to the ground. "Sam, Bianca?" 


Taylor nodded, swallowing. "With her, yea. They wouldn't tell me, they wouldn't fucking tell me anything, except 
that they're alive.” 


Some of the feeling returned to Dave's fingertips. "lim coming with you." 

Tay shook his head as he jumped into his car. "No. You can't take the girls. And | need to go, now." 

Dave nodded, his heart constricting painfully. "Go. I'll meet you as soon as | can" 

Taylor threw the truck into reverse and peeled out of the driveway, tires screeching against the pavement. 
Dave watched the CF Cruiser disappear down the street, his heart racing. As soon as Taylor turned the 
corner, he ran toward the house, dialing his mother's number on the way. 

"Ma? Hey, is there any way you can come over and watch the girls?" 

"David, what's wrong?" 

"Taylor's ex-wife got into a car accident.. The kids were with her." 


"Are they all right?" 


"Don't know. They're alive, but the cops wouldn't tell him anything else." 


"Shit. Okay, sweetheart, I'm on my way." 


Dave cringed. His mother never swore. If she was cursing, that meant.. No, he couldn't think about it. He had to 
stay positive, had to keep it together. He entered the house and found two pairs of wide eyes staring up at 


him. 


"Daddy, what's wrong?" Something in Elanor's voice told him he wouldn't get away with anything less than the 
truth. He put his hands on both of their shoulders and gently guided them toward the couch. 


Squatting down in front of them, he turned to his youngest. "Arwen, sweetie, can you get me some water?" 
She nodded and ran for the kitchen. Dave met Elanor's gaze. "Sam and Bianca were in a car accident tonight." 
Her eyes filled with tears and he hurried to reassure her. "They're okay. The police told Uncle T that they'd be 
all right" That wasn't exactly true, but he couldn't stand to be any more honest right now. "They'll probably 
have to go to the hospital to get checked out though, so | just called grandma to stay with you and Arwen so 
that | can go help them, okay?" 


She shook her head no. "I'm coming with you." 

Dave took a deep breath. "Elanor, no." 

"But Sam, Daddy... 

"El, honey, there's going to be too much going on.. Taylor's there with him, he'll be okay." 

Her wide blue eyes found his. "Please?" 

He sighed. "We'll talk about it later, okay? When grandma gets here." She nodded reluctantly just as Arwen 
returned with his water. Dave scooped up his three year old and settled her on his lap. "Let's read a book, 
okay? El, can you pick one out for us?" 

As he waited for his mother to arrive, Dave tried desperately to get his brain to focus on the Curious George 
book and the two girls in front of him. Arwen, sensing that something was wrong, curled up against his chest, 
fitting her whole body against the crook of his arm. Elanor sat next to him, staring at the pages and following 
his eyes as he read. He could tell that she wasn't hearing a word of it. 

Why had he told her? It was his job to protect her, why did he have to open his mouth, especially now, when 
he didn't know, couldn't tell her for sure, that everything would be all right? And what if it wasn't? He thought 
of the little boy, a miniature version of his father, of Bianca, with her golden eyes, and his blood ran cold. 
When Ginny walked into the room, he sprang up, more glad to see her than he could remember being, may be 


ever. Arwen climbed out of his arms and ran to her grandmother. Elanor followed reluctantly. Virginia glanced 


at Dave as she wrapped an arm around her older granddaughter. "She knows?" She mouthed, her eyes widening. 


Dave nodded guiltily. Ginny pulled Elanor closer to herself, kneeling to her eye level. As their eyes met, the 
older woman smiled gently, stroking El's hair. 


"Let me say hi to your dad, okay girls?" Dave embraced his mother, letting his head fall against her shoulder 


for a moment. "Any news?" He shook his head ro. 

"Im going to send him a text to tell him you are here. 

Virginia nodded and turned to his daughters. "Girls, have you had dimer yet?" 

"Yea," Elanor answered softly. 

Virginia pulled two large chocolate bars from her bag. "How about some hot chocolate then? Or, if you have 
strawberries, we can melt some of this stuff and dip them" El shrugged. Ginny put a hand on her shoulder 


and squeezed. Gently, she guided both of her granddaughters back to the kitchen. Dave pulled out his phone. 


"Mom's here. How are they? Let me know where to meet you." He hit send and watched the message bubble 


up on the screen C'me on, T. Tell me they're okay. Tell me you're okay. 


He could hear Virginia bustling around the kitchen with the girls as he stared at the little device on the coffee 
table. Ring, damn it. Cme on. He raked his fingers through his hair, nervously tucking it behind his ears, then 
letting it free. His left sleeve had gotten unbuttoned some how, so he buttoned it back up. Two seconds later, 
he unclasped it again. Ring. 


"Daddy?" A small hand grabbed his fingers. He looked up. Arwen stood before him, holding out a cup of thick, 


steaming hot chocolate. Dave forced a smile. 

"Thank you, baby girl." 

She grinned and ran back to the kitchen. He brought the mug to his lips and took a small sip. The chocolate 
liquid coated his mouth in warm, reassuring sweetness. He tried to swallow and found that he couldn't; the 
lump that had planted itself firmly in his throat as he followed Tay to the car wasn't about to be pushed 


aside. 


Suddenly, his phone went off, rattling around on the table. Dave forced himself to swallow as he pressed the 


phone to his ear. 
"Te" 
"Yea, it's me. We're at the LA Children's Hospital." 


"Shit, are they okay?" 


"L. hold on a second" Dave could hear voices in the background, and a rustling of papers. "Hey, D? Sorry. 
"No problem. Need to call me back?" 

"No, they just took them both in for X-rays and won't let me go in with them. Umm.. They're both a little 
banged up, but they're okay. Nothing broken, at least nothing obvious. They are going to keep them overnight 
for observation, but.." 

"Thank God.. Do you need anything? Can | stop by?" 

"Umm, do you think you can bring me something warm to wear? It's fuckin’ freezing over here." 

‘OF course. I'll be there soon, just need to convince El that she's going to stay home." 

"Wait, you told them?" 

"Just her.. Not my smartest move, may be." 

Tay chuckled softly. "And let me guess, she's insisting that you take her along?" 

"Aha." 


Taylor paused. "Do you think that she can handle it? Coming to a hospital and all?" 


Dave glanced at his daughter, and found her eyes fixed on him all the way from the kitchen table. "Yea, | think 
she'd be fine.. | just didn't want her to be in the way." 


Another pause. "You know what? If you don't mind, bring her. | think Sam would really like that, actually." 
Dave smiled. "You bet." Then, softer, "T, how you holding up?" 


The line went silent for a full five seconds this time. When Tay finally spoke, his voice barely rose above a 


whisper. "Come here, okay?" 
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Elanor tightened her grip on her father's hand as the large glass doors parted, ushering them into a colorful, 


plant-filled lobby. Dave smiled gently at her. 
"Want a ride?" 


She nodded, her eyes wide. He scooped her up off the ground; she immediately wrapped her hands around his 
neck, letting her head fall against his shoulder. 


At the front desk, an elderly woman peered at them over blue plastic spectacles. 
"And who are you here to see, dears?" 


Dave flashed her his sweetest smile, adjusting the duffle with Taylor's clothes and several stuffed animals. 
"We're visiting two patients, ma'am, a brother and sister. The last name's Hawkins." 


She clicked a few buttons on the computer screen before her. "Sam and Bianca, right?" 

"Yes, that's them 

"And what is your name, honey?" 

"im Dave. Last name's Grohl. And this is my daughter Elanor" 

"Thank you, sweetheart. And Grohl is spelled G-R-0-L, correct?" 

Elanor stifled a giggle 

"Almost, ma'am. G-R-O-H-L, actually 

"Thank you, honey. Now, your two patients are in the Same room, number 306. There is an elevator just 
beyond here, you take that up to the third floor, and then go right when you step out, and walk all the way to 


the end of the hall. You can't miss it" 


Dave smiled again as he thanked her and headed for the elevator. 


"She didn't know how to spell our name, daddy." Elanor whispered conspiratorially. "It's only five letters!" 


"That's right it is. But it's tricky, too, because you can't hear the H when we say it, right? So if you don't 


know it's there, it's easy to write it wrong" 
"That's true.. And you can probably write it even more wrong. Like with an E at the end." 


Dave looked at her, surprised. "That's right. You could" The elevator doors opened. "You want to press that 


three for me?" He leaned over so she could reach. She pushed the button, then curled up against him again. 
"Daddy?" 

"Yea, baby?" 

"If Sam and Bianca are okay, why do they have to sleep here?" 

They arrived on the third floor, and Dave took a sharp right, as instructed. 

"Because sometimes, after accidents like this, people start to not feel good a few hours later. It happens really 
rarely, so we don't need to worry about that. But the doctors want to be absolutely sure that if Sam or 
Bianca start to not feel good, they're right there to help. Make sense?" 


She nodded. "Uncle T is going to sleep here, too, right?" 


"Of course. He wouldn't leave them here by themselves." Out of the corner of his eye, Dave noticed a small 


wooden plaque with a 306 on it on his left. He helped Elanor to the floor and rapt gently on the door. 

It opened slowly, revealing Taylor's face and it was all Dave could do to not pull him into his arms. Deep, 
worried lines etched into Tay's cheeks and forehead; dark circles framed wide hazel eyes. The corners of his 
lips rose in a smile as he saw Dave and Elanor before him. He stepped back, opening the door all the way. 

"Hey guys," he said, his voice a loud whisper. "Sam, look who's here!" 

A small blond head rose from a pile of pillows and blankets. "Elanor!" 

Dave smiled softly as his daughter let go of his hand and bolted for her friend. "Sam!" 

Taylor followed her to the bed. "Here, El, climb onto this chair. Then you guys can talk face to face." 

Dave glanced beyond Sam's bed, spotting another, even smaller cot by the window. There was an IV stand next 
to it, and the little person inside was clearly asleep. The knot of anxiety in his stomach that had loosened 


slightly during the prior hour tightened again. He walked over to Sam, placing his hand gently at the small of 
his father's back Ever so slightly, Taylor leaned into his touch. 


Sam was telling Elanor about the ambulance ride to the hospital. 

"The sirens are so loud!" He fell silent when he spotted Dave. "Uncle D!" 

"Hey, little man. How's my favorite biker dude doing?" 

Sam grinned. "I'm okay. | got lots of battle scars." 

Dave raised an eyebrow at Taylor. Tay forced a smile. "Temporary ones, anyway." 


‘Sam, Elanor, you guys going to be okay for a bit? Taylor and | are going to step out in the hall for a moment, 
all right?" The kids nodded. "El, we're right outside the door. Come get us if you, Sam or Bianca need anything.’ 


"Bianca is sleeping," Sam said softly. "But we can still talk because they gave her medicine so she wouldn't get 


woken up till morning.” 
Was that what the IV was for? Dave glanced at Taylor again. The drummer nodded, keeping his eyes on his son. 
"That's right, little man. But keep it down anyway, you two, okay?" 


Another set of nods. Taylor rose and waved for Dave to follow him. As soon as they were outside, Dave pulled 


him into his arms. A hot forehead pressed against his shoulder. 


"Thank you for coming over here," Tay rasped softly. Dave tightened his arms around him, kissing the top of 
his head. 


"What's wrong with Bianca, T?" 

Taylor pulled back a bit, quickly running his hands over his face. "She was kind of hysterical.. She was sobbing 
when | first got there, and we couldn't calm her down.. | tried, the nurses tried.. When we got here, they 
thought it would be better for her if she just slept for a bit. They gave her some sleeping medication in this 
syrupy stuff - that was it's own fuckin’ fiasco.. | finally got her to drink it, and after she fell asleep, they put 
her on an IV to basically keep giving her small doses of it throughout the night” 

"Oh Jesus. Okay. They're like monitoring her and shit, right?" 


"Yea, she's hooked up to all sorts of stuff.. | have to fucking talk myself down every time | go near her, to 
fuckin’ remind myself that she's okay, that she's not.” His voice broke. Dave pulled him back into his embrace. 


‘lam so sorry, T.. She's okay. They're both okay." 


Taylor nodded. "It's a fuckin’ miracle, you know? The guy who hit them, he rammed into the passenger door." 


Dave inhaled sharply. "The only seat that was empty." 
Tay gripped his back tighter. "Another fuckin’ foot... and." 
"Shh... Don't think about that. Don't, baby. You're gonna drive yourself crazy." 


"You're right" A soft sniffle. "| can't fuckin’ help it, you know? That car, D, you shoulda seen it. It's fuckin’ 
totaled" 


A shiver ran down Dave's spine. He combed his fingers through Taylor's hair, down to the base of his neck 
Gently pressing his lips to the top of Tay's head, he brought both of his hands to his shoulders, rubbing them 
soothingly. The muscles beneath his fingers tightened, resisting, holding onto the tension in spite of themselves. 


‘Breathe, baby," he whispered. "They're gonna need you to take care of them tonight.. Let me take care of 
you." 


Taylor sighed and pulled closer, resting his head against Dave's chest. Dave continued his ministrations, thumbs 
working through the knots in the drummer's shoulders till they finally loosened, at least a bit. 


"They're here, with you," he said softly. "They're okay, they'll be okay." Tay nodded. A soft, pained sound, half 
breath and half sob, escaped him. Dave stroked his cheek gently. 


| know what you're thinking - I'd be doing the same thing. | am doing the same thing. But we've got to be here, 
you know? Not in our nightmares. Thank whatever power is out there for the fact that they're safe, and be 
here, with them." 


Another nod. Taylor pulled back, brushing the back of his hand across his eyes. Hazel eyes met brown. "I might 
just have to go to church next Sunday." 


Dave grinned. "I'll even come with you." 

The corners of Taylor's mouth inched upward. "That'll be the day." 

"| don't know, man, I've got a lot to be grateful for these days.” 

A genuine smile this time. "I know what you mean" 

Dave let his forehead fall against the drummer's. "They're gonna let you guys out of here tomorrow, right?" 
"Yea. First thing in the morning, if everything's okay." 


"Good. Bring them straight home. We'll stock up on movies and junk food and just chill out for the day, okay?" 


A playful, warm glimmer flashed across Taylor's face, if only for a moment, crumbling all of Dave's resolve. 
Resting his hand on the back of Tay's neck, he kissed him, his lips gently massaging the drummer's, bringing 
him into the present with touch as words failed him. A familiar tongue slipped past his own lips, seeking solace 
in his warmth, and he gave in, fully, gladly, gratefully. Taylor's callused fingers traced his cheekbone, tucking his 
hair behind his ears. When they broke apart, Tay leaned his cheek against Dave's, soaking in the warmth of his 
skin 


Ill see you first thing in the morning, right?" The question was soft, still tentative. Dave embraced him gently. 
"Yep, absolutely. | can come get you guys if you want." 
"Nah, I've got my car here. Thanks though." 


"Okay. | left the duffle with some clothes for you by Sam's bed. The girls threw some toys in there, too - a 


bear for Sam, and a puppy that Arwen claims Bianca's in love with." 
Taylor smiled. "Thanks. Itll be good to have something to distract her with tomorrow morning.’ 


They entered the room, quietly slipping inside, one after the other. Neither noticed the middle-aged nurse 
watching their retreating backs from around the corner with barely hidden disgust. 


Chapter 4b 
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His phone rang a little after nine, jolting him from his latest nightmare. That night had been packed with them, 
one after another - first Marina had come back and demanded the girls, then Elanor was telling him she hated 
him and wanted her mother.. In this last one, Taylor got hit by a car while riding his bike right in front of 
Dave's eyes. The phone buzzed right as Dave knelt next to his body on the pavement. 

He opened his eyes, relief flooding over him as his eyes landed on Taylor's name on the iPhone screen 

"Te" 

"Hey, sorry | woke you." Dave sat up. Something in Taylor's voice didn't bode well. 

‘lm glad you did. It's been like the night of bad dreams. What's going on?" 

"l'm." Taylor paused, and Dave heard a child's soft sobs in the background. Bianca. A tight, dull ache settled in 
his chest again. "| don't know what to do, D. She's totally freaked, she won't get in the car. Sam and I've been 
trying to talk her down for like twenty minutes, but she gets hysterical every time we get close to it." 

‘Oh shit... I'll be over in twenty minutes." 


"Wait, no, don't.. How's that gonna help?" 


Dave sighed. "Well, first, you won't be alone with two injured kids. And second, | can drive, and you can sit in 


back with her. That might help." 
A pause as Taylor mulled this over. "l. What about your car?" 


Dave fought hard to control his voice. He loved that man with all his heart, but dammit, Taylor could be dense 


sometimes. "I'm gonna call a cab, babe." 
"Oh. Okay," 
"Take them to the cafeteria or something for now, all right? I'll be there soon" 


"Okay. Thanks, D" 


Dave hung up, and immediately dialed their car service, ordering a pick-up for ten minutes later. He brushed 
his teeth and threw on a pair of jeans; the t-shirt he had slept in would have to do. On the way downstairs, he 
peeked into the bedroom his mother had stayed in that night, refusing to go home in case something like this 
happened. He found the room empty, the bed carefully made. 

The bittersweet scent of caffeine hit his nostrils as he made his way toward the kitchen. He smiled. Virginia 
sat at the kitchen table, sipping a cup of coffee and browsing through an issue of SPIN. She glanced up at him 
as he approached. 

"Good morning, sweetheart." 

‘Morning, mom. D'you sleep okay?" 

"Yes. | like those new mattresses you put in the guestrooms.’ 

Dave smiled. About a year ago, he had wound up sleeping in one of the guestrooms after a particularly bad 
fight with Marina. The very next day, he drove to the nearest Relax the Back and bought replacement 


mattresses for all of the guestroom beds. One night had been enough. 


He filled a travel mug with coffee and sat down next to his mother. "Ma, Tay called a few minutes ago. Bianca's 


still upset; she won't get in his car.. | think I'm gonna go over there, see if | can help." 
She nodded. "Of course. Are you all coming back here?" 


"Yep, hopefully soon. If the girls wake up, will you tell them?" His phone buzzed again - the car had arrived. He 
kissed his mother on the cheek. "Ill see you soon, ma. Thanks!” 


A few minutes later, the black Lincoln pulled into the hospital's massive parking lot. Dave told the driver to 
charge his account and bolted for the front doors. The elderly woman at the front desk had been replaced by 


a middle-aged man, who graciously directed Dave to the cafeteria 


Taylor sat at a table in the farthest possible corner of the room, with Bianca in his lap. Sam huddled nearby, 


his nose buried in a Spiderman coloring book. Dave walked over, ignoring the stares from around the room. 
"Hey guys!" He squatted in front of the kids, putting on his best happy face. "Look who's up and about!" 
Sam grinned at him. "Hi, Uncle D!" 

"Hey, little man. How are those battle scars feeling?" 

The boy shrugged. "They're okay if you don't touch them." 


Dave turned to Bianca "How are you doing, sweetheart?" 


The small, tear-stained face turned away from him, into her father's shirt. Dave looked up at Taylor. Some of 
the color had returned to his face, but the exhaustion in those hazel eyes had, if anything, intensified. Dave 


rested a hand on his arm gently. 


"Bianca, Arwen and Elanor asked me to say hi," he tried again. The little girl clung to Taylor's shoulder, refusing 


to look up. "Did you get to play with Fluffy this morning?" 


Tay raised an eyebrow at him. Dave shrugged. Arwen had told him the dog's name last night, after he and 


Elanor came home from the hospital. To his surprise, Bianca pulled away and turned toward him. 
"Fluffy didn't want to play.” 
"Oh no! Why not?" 


"He doesn't like it here." 


"You mean here in the hospital?" Bianca nodded. "| can understand that." He let his voice drop to a whisper. "I 


don't like it here either. Do you?" She shook her head no. "What do you say all of us go home?" 

Another shake of the head. "Fluffy doesn't want to go home." 

Taylor stroked her hair tenderly. "Why not, sweetheart?" 

A tear trickled down her cheek; she hid her face in Tay's shoulder again 

Sam put his Spiderman book aside. "Cause he's scared to go in the car.." 

Dave looked up at him. "He heard what happened yesterday, huh?" The little boy nodded and looked away. "I can 
understand that.. But you know what?" He rubbed Bianca's back gently. "Fluffy's going to have lots of people 
there to protect him. You guys, and your daddy, and me, too. We're not going to let anything bad happen to 
him, or to any of us, | promise." 

Taylor kissed the top of Bianca's head. "Uncle D is going to drive, okay? And I'll sit in the back with you guys 
and Fluffy, make sure you're extra safe." He paused, waiting for the tears to come. They didn't. "Do you think 


Fluffy can try getting in the car again, Bianca?" 


The little girl nodded, still clinging to him. Dave walked over to Sam. "You want a ride, little man?" He kneeled 


next to the boy's chair and let him clamber onto his shoulders. "Aaand we're off" 
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Taylor rested his head against Dave's shoulder, draping his arm over the singer's chest. A warm, familiar hand 


covered his; soft lips touched his forehead. 


They had put the kids to bed about an hour before, then hung around downstairs in case any of the four 
came looking for them. Bianca had teared up again as Taylor leaned over to kiss her goodnight. As he sat down 
on the edge of her bed, wondering if he should stay with them, sleep on the guestroom floor, Sam padded 


over, his pillow in tow. 


"Bianca, want me to sleep in your bed tonight?" The boy asked softly. His sister nodded, reaching her hands out 
to him. He climbed in next to her and took her hand into his. "Its okay. I'll protect you." 


Taylor pulled a blanket over the two of them and sat down on the floor by the bed. "I'll stay till you guys fall 


asleep, okay? And you can come get me any time." Two small heads nodded at him. 


"Can you sing my song, Daddy?" Bianca whispered. Her eyes shone a little too bright in the nightlight glow. 
Taylor smoothed her hair gently. 


"Of course." Softly, he started to sing, the familiar Beatles tune a surprising comfort to him, too. "Here comes 


the sun, here comes the sun, and | say.” 


When he was certain that they'd fallen asleep, he snuck out quietly and went straight to the bathroom, 
splashing a handful of cold water over his face before going to find Dave. He found the singer by the kitchen 
sink, rinsing off a couple leftover glasses. The tumblers landed in the sing with a soft clunk, and Taylor found 


himself pulled into a warm, albeit slightly wet embrace. 

Now, as they lay in bed, he traced the tattoo on Dave's chest, lost in thought. He had climbed under the 
covers with all intentions of ravishing this beautiful man, but now that he was here, in his arms, he realized 
he was far too tired to move. He tried to stifle a yawn, and failed. 

"Did you get any sleep last night?" Dave asked softly. 


"An hour or two may be. Those fucking hospital chairs are like torture instruments." 


Dave chuckled. "Yea, | don't know why they do that. They know that people there are gonna be going out of 
their minds already, and instead of making it better, they just make it worse." 


"The staff in that place, too, man." 
"Why, what happened?" 


"Nothing, really. Never mind. Most of the nurses were real cool, and they were all nice to the kids. | guess 


that's all that matters’ 
"But 


"| don't know. There was this one nurse, this older lady, who kept shooting me dirty looks, and wouldn't give me 


more than a one word answer, no matter what | asked her." 


Dave kissed him gently. "She probably just had a long day, babe. Shifts over there have got to be what? Like 12 


hours?" 

Taylor shook his head from side to side, as if trying to rid himself of unpleasant thoughts. "Yea, you're right. 
I'm just being paranoid" They fell back into silence, but Taylor could tell that Dave wasn't at ease, either. "D? 
Speak up. What's on your mind?" 


Dave picked up his hand, interlacing their fingers together. "What happened to Elizabeth, T?" 


Taylor's face clouded over. "She's okay. Sprained arm and a couple of scratches, | think. Her ‘man’ got there at 
about the same time as | did. Fucking suit." 


"How did.. Did she willingly leave the kids with you?" 


"She was freaking the fuck out. Totally hysterical. | think it was the suit who actually told the cops to let me 
take them." 


"Jesus." 


"Yea. And not a word from her since then, you know? She has my fucking phone number. Her lawyer has my 
phone number. But nothing." 


"I'm so sorry, T." 


Taylor shook his head in disbelief. "Whatever. | don't give a fuck. They're safe, and they're here. That's all that 


fucking matters. It's not like | was gonna let her get anywhere near them after what she did" 
"So it was her fault? A hundred percent?" 


"From what | understand. It's a two-way stop, she ran it” Dave looked like he was about to ask something else. 


Tay placed a finger over his lips. "No more, D, okay? | can't talk about this anymore right now." 


Dave kissed the shushing finger and nodded. Raising himself on one arm, he covered Taylor's lips with his. "Let 
me make you forget, okay?" Tay smiled. Yes, please. 


He lay back against the pillows, giving into Dave's ministrations. Those familiar calluses against his skin, soft lips 
and the light scratch of facial hair; the warmth of his lover's body.. Slowly, the tension and exhaustion ebbed, 
replaced by irresistible heat, a desire to be joined with this man, right now, right here.. 


" De" 


Dave had made his way down to Taylor's hipbone and had just started to lick and nibble his way to even more 
sensitive areas. He glanced up. "Yea?" 


"Want you.. Inside me.. Please?" 

"Oh, we'll get there." 

"No, babe, now.. Please, D" Dave sensed the urgency in that raspy voice, a need deeper than any sexual desire. 
He moved up the bed, covering Taylor's body with his own Their lips met; tongues found each other urgently. 


Dave rolled them both to the side, searching for the lube with his free hand. 


When he finally slipped inside, Tay arched his back beneath him, hissing a bit at the pain and pleasure of the 


intrusion He opened his eyes and found Dave's chocolate ones watching him worriedly. 
"You okay, baby?" 


Taylor nodded, a smile tugging on the corners of his lips. "| am now." 
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Dave wasn't sure what woke him up the next morning - his phone, or Taylor's raspy, confused voice. 


"What the fuck is that racket?" A long, golden arm reached across Dave's chest, searching for the source of 


the noise. Dave captured the drummer's fingers in his own. 

"That ‘racket just happens to be my favorite Bad Brains song. Show some respect, young one." 

Taylor stared at him, amused and exasperated in equal measure. "Well, would you fuckin’ pick it up please?" 
Dave glanced at the screen, and slid his thumb across the bottom. "John? To what do | owe the pleasure?" 
"Dave, have you seen the news yet?" 

"Nah, dude, you just woke me up." 

Their manager sighed. "Sorry, but | think you need to see this. Can you get on the internet?" 

"What, like, now?" 

"Yes, preferably.” 


"This fuckin’ better be good" He covered the mouthpiece with his hand. "T, can | see your phone?" Opening the 


Safari browser on Tay's screen, he pressed his phone to his ear again. "What am | looking at, boss?" 
"Go to people.com." 
Dave's breath caught in his throat. It couldn't be.. The phone took an agonizing few seconds to load the bright, 


bold headline: "Is Dave Grohl dating his drummer?" Dave groaned. Taylor scooted closer, glancing at the screen 


over his shoulder. 
"Fuck!" 
"Dave? Who is that?" John demanded. 


Dave didn't answer. He had just clicked on the link and was scanning the story. Most of it was innocuous enough 


- bits and pieces of their onstage banter, mentions of the hugs, the handholding, all from the past few years. 
But there, at the center of the page, stood a pullout quote that sent his heart racing: "The two were spotted 
snogging at the Los Angeles Children's Hospital, where Taylor's children had been taken following an auto 
accident on Sunday night" Fuck, fuck, fuck.. 


Taylor tugged at his arm, turning the screen toward himself. Dave heard the shocked inhale as those familiar 
fingers tightened around his wrist. He covered the mouthpiece again. 


"What do you want to do, babe? Can | tell him you're here?" 

"Don't think we have a choice." 

Dave nodded. "John? Sorry about that." 

"Dave, is." John hesitated. "Is it.. true?" Dave squeezed Taylor's hand. 

"Yes, it's true.” 

A moment of silence on the other end. Then a sigh. "Well, finally! But you coulda told me, you know." 


Dave grinned weakly, still shaken. "I'm gonna put you on speaker, okay? T needs to be part of this conversation, 


too. 


He lay the phone on the blankets in front of them. Taylor rested his forehead against his shoulder. Dave 


watched his face worriedly. 

"Hey, John" 

"Hey T. Congratulations!" 

Taylor smiled, and Dave's pulse slowed somewhat. "Thanks, man’ 
"So, want to tell me what happened?" 


Dave sighed. How many times were they going to have to answer this question today? He felt Tay's fingers 
tighten around his. 


"We just figured shit out," Taylor volunteered in that soft, nonchalant way of his. Dave watched, wide-eyed, as 
his usually quiet partner took the lead. "| was staying with D after Marina left, and things just.. fell into place, | 


guess." 


"And what happened at the hospital? Are you okay, by the way?" 


"Yea, l'm fine. Elizabeth's the one who got into the crash. Everyone's okay. Sam and Bianca had to spend a night 


at the hospital, and D came to see us.. | was kind of a mess, and | guess we weren't careful enough." 


Dave could visualize John nodding on the other end of the line. The next words out of his manager's mouth 


made him remember why he kept the guy around all those years. 


"Guys, you don't ever have to apologize for showing you love who you love." He paused. "Any thoughts about 
what you want to do?" 


It was Taylor, again, who spoke up. "What are our options?" 

"Well, right now, all of this is just rumors. You can make a statement confirming them if you want. Or you can 
deny them. Or, you can also just say nothing for now, though you'll get hounded with questions any time a 
reporter gets near you" 

Chocolate eyes found hazel. ‘Let us think about it for a few minutes, okay? We'll call you back" 

As soon as the line went dead, they embraced. Dave buried his face in Taylor's hair, squeezing the drummer's 
back to him. Tay's fingers slipped underneath his shirt, gently massaging his skin May be they could just stay 
here, like this, forever. Let the world think and do whatever the fuck it wants.. 

"D? You okay?" Taylor whispered into his shoulder 

Dave sighed. "Yea, | guess.. You?" 

Tay shrugged. "l'm pissed. Had to happen sooner or later though, | suppose." 

"How the fuck did this even happen?" 

Taylor frowned, glaring at the phone screen "That nurse.," he mumbled under his breath. 

"You think?" 

Taylor nodded. "I+ had to be one of the people on that floor. And my money's on her” 

"Isn't that illegal or something? Patient privacy or whatever?" 

"We weren't the patients, technically’ 


Dave stared at his hands in disbelief. "Any idea what we should do?" 


Taylor shook his head no. "No fucking clue. | should call Ariel though, before we do anything." 


"Okay. I'll go make breakfast. Rugrats will be up any minute, if they aren't already." 
Tay nodded. Hazel eyes followed Dave as he pulled on a pair of shorts. "D?" 

"Yea?" 

"What do you think is going to be better for them?" 


"| wish | knew, babe." 
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The bright California sun poured through the living room windows, casting a glow on the laptop screen, making 
it nearly impossible to read the TMZ story they had just pulled up. Dave sat next to Taylor, his arm draped 
around the drummer's shoulders. Ariel and John had each taken an armchair on either side of them. Taylor's 
phone buzzed; before he could pick up, Dave's went off as well. The barrage of calls had begun as soon as 
they'd hung up with John that morning. For now, they were letting most go to voicemail, but the messages 
were piling up, and along with them, the pressure to make a decision 

"We need to call the guys," Dave said softly. 

‘'m surprised they haven't called you yet," John interjected. 

Tay chuckled. "Nah, dude, they have no clue this happened. We don't exactly go on people.com every day." 
Ariel looked up from her blackberry. "Do you know what you're going to tell them?" 

Taylor shook his head no. Dave pulled him closer. 


"What do you think we should do?" 


Ariel sighed. Dave didn't blame her. They'd been going in circles like this for about thirty minutes now, ever 


since she and John arrived. 


"So, you said you don't really care about people knowing, right?" Two heads nodded at her. "What's your 


reservation about making a statement?" 


Taylor glanced at Dave, who stared down at his knees. He nudged the singer playfully. "I'm gonna venture a 
guess, and say that Mr. | Take Care of Stuff here doesn't appreciate being outed." 


Dave looked up, a glint of anger in his eyes. "What the fuck, T?" 
I'm just playin’ with you, dude. | don't like it either." 


"| don't give a fuck about telling people, okay? But is it really too much to ask that we tell them when we want 
to tell them?" 


Ariel smiled gently. "Unfortunately, yes. | know what you mean, believe me. But your fame basically guaranteed 


that you'd be outed before you were ready." 
Dave tugged at his hair in frustration "So, our options are deny, do nothing, or confirm, right?" 


John nodded. "Yes, basically.” 
"And you don't think that this is going to affect his custody case?" Dave leaned his head towards Tay. 


"I am going do my damn best to make sure it doesn't" 

Chocolate eyes sought hazel. They'd agreed to ask Ariel and John to come over, figuring that it would be 
easier to make a decision with everyone together, in the same room. Now though, all Dave wanted was a few 
minutes alone with Tay, with no other eyes or ears hovering over them. Taylor flashed him a soft, sad smile 
and tugged on his arm as he turned to Ariel. 


"We'll be back in five, okay?" 


Dave followed the drummer's lithe frame through the hallway and into his own office. Taylor closed the door 


gently behind them. Golden eyes found brown. Dave let his head fall against Tay's shoulder. 

"How are you so calm?" 

Tay laughed quietly. "Well, first of all, I'm not nearly as much of a control freak as you are." Dave groaned. He 
considered arguing, but couldn't muster the energy. Besides, Taylor was right, they both knew that. Warm, 
callused fingers slipped beneath his t-shirt, kneading the knots by his neck A soft sigh escaped him, the first 
relaxed breath he'd drawn since that morning. "And second," Tay continued softly. "Okay, see.. | was.. | was 
afraid I'd be the one to out us, you know? With the court case." Dave pulled back, trying to catch Taylor's 
gaze. The drummer turned his head, his eyes fixed on the far corner of the room. "And now." 

Dave cupped Taylor's cheek in his palm. "Baby, | wouldn't care about that. You know that, right?" 

Tay sighed. "I know. But | would." 


Dave nodded, leaning into his arms. He buried his nose in the crook of Taylor's neck, letting the drummer's 


scent wash over him, calm him. "| don't know what to do, T." 
Soft lips touched the side of his face. "Well, we're clearly not gonna deny it, right?" 
No, of course not. That was never an option. "Right." 


"And what's pissing us both off the most is that someone ratted us out." 


"Yep." 


"So what if we just stay silent? Let people think whatever the fuck they want, and then, when we feel like it, 


let the cameras catch us making out or something?" 

Dave mulled this over. "What about people we know?" 

"Well, if this hadn't happened, what would you want to do if someone we knew asked?" 

Dave squinted at him. "When did you get so fuckin’ smart?" 

A smile tugged at the corners of Tay's lips. He shrugged. "Hmm, I'm not sure. Been learning from this high 
school dropout | kn." Before he could finish, Dave's lips crashed against his so forcefully, he stumbled. With a 
soft moan, he ran his tongue along the singer's bottom lip, slipping inside the warm mouth that invited his 
entrance. A hand slipped beneath his shirt and he clasped it in between their torsos. Dave broke the kiss, and 
Tay's knees almost buckled at the heat in those chocolate eyes. 

"D." A mere breath. "We can't." Voice barely above a whisper, scratched with desire. 


Dave pouted. "Well, fine then" 


Taylor kissed him gently. "Later. C'me on, baby. Let's get this over with." 


Chapter 50 
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Dave found Taylor's fingers beneath the table and squeezed. Outside the conference room windows, palm trees 
swayed in the gentle California wind. A large, fuchsia hibiscus flower leaned against the glass, as if peeking 
inside. Tay's fingers squeezed back. 


The day before had been full of phone calls, some joyful, congratulatory, others, shocked and difficult. The 
hardest, perhaps, had come from Taylor's mother. All color had drained from Tay's face when he saw her 
number on the screen. He took the call in the office, away from the kids’ joyful squeals, from Esther and 
Virginia's soft chatter. He returned ten minutes later, his skin ashen, lips tightly drawn. Dave tried to put his 
arms around him, but he slipped away, putting up a hand to stop him. 


Ginny had looked up just in time to see Taylor push her son away, and had followed him outside. When they 
returned fifteen minutes later, Tay looked more like himself again, but a sadness had settled in those hazel 
eyes that even his smile couldn't quite mask. Later, when Virginia headed home, he walked her out to her car. 
This time, Dave couldn't resist peeking out the window. He saw his mother take Taylor's hands into hers, 
speaking to him intently, softly. Saw Tay embrace her before she drove away. Saw his eyes follow her car til 


it disappeared around the corner. 


That night, Taylor curled up against him, folding his long limbs into Dave's warmth. "Your mom is amazing," he 


said softly. 

Dave smiled. "Yes, she is. She loves you, you know." 

Tay sighed. "I do. Probably more than my own mother does” 
Dave found his eyes. "Do you want to talk about it?" 

"No. Not tonight, okay? lim not gonna sleep as it is’ 

"Hmm, may be | can help with that." 


He couldn't though, at least not much. Taylor fell asleep after they made love, but two hours later, Dave woke 
up alone. He forced himself to stay in bed, to give Tay his space, his own stomach twisting in knots at the 


thought of what the next day would bring. Around four am, he felt the bed shift, and a warm body snuggle 
against his own. He wrapped his arms around the drummer, pressing his lips into the golden hair. Taylor didn't 
speak, and he swallowed the "It'll be okay" that desperately wanted to jump from his lips, but carried no 


confidence whatsoever. 


The big oak doors parted, and Elizabeth entered with her lawyer. Dave felt Taylor's whole body tense, curling 
into itself. He fought to keep his face expressionless. Ariel had agreed to let him come on the condition that 
he'd stay silent. Okay, Disco, time to find your poker face.. 


Elizabeth's eyes moved from Taylor to him, widening slightly in surprise. Dave swallowed. The doors parted 
again, and a very tall, bald man walked into the room. He greeted them with a single nod and settled at the 
head of the table. Tay clenched his jaw, glancing at Dave out of the corner of his eye. The mediator cleared his 
throat. 


"Mr. Hawkins, you initiated this hearing." Taylor sat up, his back straight as a ruler. He nodded. "Please present 


your arguments." 


Ariel stood up, two identical folders in her hand. She handed one to the mediator, then walked around the table 
and placed the other in front of Elizabeth's lawyer. Then, quietly, her tone carefully measured, she began to 
talk She spoke of Taylor's devotion to his children, of how generously he was supporting Elizabeth, of his 
request to spend more time with his son and daughter. Dave glanced from her to Taylor and back. Tay kept his 
eyes fixed on his hands the whole time she spoke; when she mentioned Sam's tears, he bit his lip. 


"These were the reasons why we had requested this hearing, sir. But since then, there's been yet another 
development. On Sunday, Ms. Hawkins ran a stop sign, causing an accident that landed her son and daughter in 
the hospital. The police report indicated that she was on the phone at the time." Elizabeth glared at her; her 
lawyer popped out of her seat like a Jack-in-the-Box. 


"The children were not injured," she declared. Her chestnut hair swung around her shoulders angrily. 


Ariel looked her up and down condescendingly. "First of all, yes, they were. Both children sustained multiple cuts 
and bruises, and the little girl was so traumatized, she had to be sedated. Second, how would you or Ms. 
Hawkins know any of this when neither of you have reached out to Mr. Hawkins or myself to inquire about 
their wellbeing since the accident?" The brunette piped up to speak again, but Ariel held up her hand to silence 
her. "Finally, the fact that the children were not hurt more seriously is a sheer miracle. Had the other driver 


hit Ms. Hawkins’ a foot further than it did." Taylor inhaled sharply. Ariel fell silent. 
The mediator turned to Elizabeth. "Ms. Hawkins, is all of this true?" 


Elizabeth turned to her lawyer. The woman made a show of putting an arm around her client's shoulders as 


she spoke. 


"Ms. Hawkins has not reached out to Mr. Hawkins because she herself was in severe distress following the 


accident. We have documentation from a doctor to prove that. And sir, what Mr. Hawkins's council is not telling 
you is." With that she was off, ripping into Taylor for his career: the touring, the days in the studio. For 
forcing Elizabeth to put her life on hold to raise their children. 


Dave stared her down, fighting to keep an even expression on his face. He thought back to those first few 
months after Sam was born, to the total wreck Tay had become, so full of love and anxiety. The mornings 
when he arrived at the studio bleary-eyed, sleepless, not because the baby had kept him up with his tears, 
but because he had simply sat there, by the crib, watching his son sleep. On their first night away on tour, 
Dave had come by Taylor's hotel room to drag him out to dinner, and found his drummer cradling his phone, 
tears fresh in his eyes. From that moment on, during every West Coast leg of their tour, Tay would fly home 
in between shows to see his kids, if only for a day. 


How fucking dare she? He glanced up at Taylor and caught him watching the dark haired lawyer, too, his jaw 


set, anger blazing in those golden eyes. 


"Moreover, if we are going to talk about recent developments, what about this minor detail?" And the brunette 
slid copies of the People.com article across the table. 


Taylor glanced at Dave. His hand, which had been lying, clenched in a tight fist in front of him, inched a bit to 
the left. Dave reached out and covered it with his own Their fingers interlaced, and for a moment, just for a 
moment, they forgot where they were and why they were there. 

Elizabeth gasped. "It's true?" Taylor squeezed Dave's fingers. 

"Yes. It's true." 

"So | was right! You were cheating on me." 

Tay tore his eyes away from Dave's. "What are you talking about?" 


"You. Him. Don't even try to tell me nothing happened” 


Dave stared from her to the drummer, confused. "What? No, nothing happened. We didn't... this all only started 


a couple of months ago!" 


She stood up, leaning across the table toward him, as if to slap him. "Oh, what kind of fool do you take me 


for?" 
"Ms. Hawkins!" The mediator rose as well, trying to regain control of the room. 


"Elizabeth!" Taylor jumped up, too. "Lay off. It's true. We never did anything. Like I've told you a million time 


before, | never cheated on you, not once. Not with D, not with anyone else." 


She smirked. "C'me on, Taylor." 
Dave sighed. Suddenly, he actually felt sorry for her. "He didn’t, Elizabeth. | would know." 


She shook her head in disgust. The mediator cleared his throat again. "Shall we get back to the matter at 
hand? What is Mr. Hawkins asking for?" 


Ariel laid out their request - the reverse of the current arrangement, granting Taylor the majority of 
custody. "And in light of the events of the past week, we request that Ms. Hawkins agree not to operate a 
motor vehicle while with the children. Mr. Hawkins is happy to supply a driver for the duration of their visits.” 


Elizabeth scoffed. Her lawyer put an arm around her shoulders again. "That is out of question. We've already 


offered Mr. Hawkins additional time with the children. That offer is still on the table." 


Ariel stared the brunette down contemptuously. "Two more days a month for two grand? On top of the 
thousands he's already paying her?" 


"We would consider raising our offer to four days." 


Ariel started to collect the papers strewn around her. "We have nothing else to talk about. We will see you in 


court." 

Dave and Taylor both turned to her, surprised. So this was it? They pushed back their chairs, ready to get up. 
Dave glanced at Elizabeth. She looked up; their eyes met. Somewhere deep in her gaze, he thought he had 
spotted a hint of regret. This int what she wants. 


"You realize he'll never win, right?" Her lawyer addressed Ariel contemptuously. "No judge is going to give 


custody to someone.. like him." 

Dave squeezed the table in front of him, glaring. Ariel shot him a look. 

"What exactly do you mean by that?" 

"A musician? A former drug addict? A homosexual?" 

Ariel lay a hand on Taylor's shoulder. "Taylor has been clean for over a decade. He has not touched a drop of 
alcohol since before he met Ms. Hawkins. Anything that happened when he was younger will have no bearing on 
this case; you can be certain of that. As for his relationship with his partner, we will show that Dave and 
Taylor can provide a far more stable, loving home for the children than any straight couple." 


"Oh, we'll see about that." 


Taylor stared across the table at Elizabeth. Her eyes were fixed on her hands; she had bit her lip. 


"Can | ask Elizabeth a question?" He asked. Ariel nodded 
"Cer tainly’ 

"What are you going to tell Daniel and Albert? Are they unfit to raise their children, too?" 

Dave looked at him, wide-eyed. What the fuck was he talking about? Out of the corner of his eye, he saw 
Elizabeth look up, her eyes wide. She motioned toward her lawyer. The two women turned their backs to the 


table, facing the window. When they turned around again, the brunette's lips had formed a tight, thin line. 


Elizabeth ran a hand through her hair. "May | speak with my ex-husband, please? Alone." 


Chapter SI 
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A new car. That's what Taylor and Elizabeth agreed to after fifteen minutes behind closed doors. In exchange, 
Tay would keep the kids during the week; she would get them on weekends and whenever Taylor toured during 
the school year. For the first year, she'd hire a driver when Sam and Bianca were in her care; after that, 


they'd see. 

When they presented this proposal to their lawyers, jaws dropped around the room. It was all so simple, so 
common sense. Two parents coming to a decision about what was best for their kids, and for themselves. Dave 
stood by Taylor's side, filled with surprise and pride in equal measure. 

On the way home, Dave texted Nate before turning to Tay. "How, T?" 

Taylor flashed him a carefree, toothy grin Dave hadn't seen in too long. "Daniel and Albert are her best 
friends. Daniel, especially - she's known him since they were kids. They were trying to adopt for years, and 
couldn't, cause.. you know.. gay parents or whatever. They finally had a baby through a surrogate two years 
ago. | wanted her to remember that this wasn't just about her and me, you know?" 

Dave nodded. "I am so fuckin’ proud of you." 

Tay reached over and picked up his hand. "Thank you.. for everything. This would've been hell without you." 
‘It wasn't hell with me?" 

Taylor shook his head. "Hellish, yes. But it would've been so much worse if." Warm, callused fingers squeezed 
his. "You know what else? | think the fact that I'm with you actually helped, in some weird way." Dave quirked 


an eyebrow at him. "She can't compete with you. She knows that. If | were with another woman..." 


His voice trailed off, but Dave understood. They drove the last few blocks in silence. As Tay pulled into the 


driveway, his eyes widened in surprise. 
"D? Care to explain?" 
Dave grinned. "Nope." 


Taylor pulled up next to the Shiflett's hybrid RX. Nate's car stood in front of the garage, next to Ginny's 


Toyota, Pat's Mercedez was there, too, and a few cars Taylor didn't recognize. He turned to Dave. 


"What did you do?" 


"/ didn't do anything. | was with you all day, remember? C'me on" He stepped out of the car. Taylor followed, 
eying him suspiciously. Instead of heading to the front door, Dave led him around the side of the house, to the 
backyard. Someone was strumming a guitar back there, and a child's voice - Bianca's, Taylor was pretty sure - 
squealed with delight. A hint of smoke flew toward them, filled with the intoxicating smell of barbeque that 
made his stomach growl. Dave flashed him a smile. Tay shook his head at him. ‘| didn't do anything: My ass 


The backyard wasn't as packed as Taylor had feared. The Shifletts were there, all three boys in tow, Nate and 
Aaron, and Pat, his wife and their toddler. Josh was manning the grill while Brody watched the kids by the pool 
with Virginia and Jesse. John, Gus, and Wiley had stretched out on the lounge chairs, sipping their beers. 


"Daddy!" Sam and Bianca clambered out of the water, and, sopping wet, launched themselves into Taylor's arms. 
He picked them both up at the same time, holding their little bodies against his own. Dave felt the familiar pull 
in his sinuses that meant tears weren't far behind. He glanced away, smiling. As if on command, two pairs of 
arms wrapped around his legs, soaking his suit pants. He squatted in front of his girls, brushed the wet curls 
from their sunlit faces, pulling them to him. So much for that $200 dry-clean-only shirt he was dumb 


enough to splurge on. 


"Hey there, baby girls. You having fun?" Two heads nodded against his neck. He grinned and stood up, lifting 
them with him. 


A small crowd gathered around them as their friends realized they'd returned. The kids squirmed out of their 
arms and ran off to play, leaving their fathers to be passed around from one warm embrace to the next. Josh 
picked Dave up and swung him around in a circle, planting a big, wet smooch on the top of his head. 

"Baby brother!" 

Dave punched his shoulder playfully. "One day, you will remember that | am, in fact, older than you." 


"Don't hold your breath," Josh grinned. 


"You tell him, Josh!" Next to the 6'4" giant, Taylor looked almost boyish. A sweet, delicious warmth filled Dave 


as the drummer smiled. You are perfect. And happy. And mine. 


A familiar armed draped itself around his shoulders, shaking him from his reverie. Nate's red hair swung into 


view. "Happy?" 
Dave nodded, meeting his green eyes. "That might be the understatement of the century.” 


Nate grinned and embraced him. "You know me. The king of understatements." 


Dave tried to speak, and couldn't - the tears that had been threatening to spill for some time had decided to 
flood his vocal chords instead. He swallowed hard, forcing them back "You are so much more than that Mendel. 
You know that, right?" 

"| do, buddy. | do." 

"Thank you.. for organizing all this. And for everything." 

Nate pulled back and quickly turned away, hiding his face. "You bet." 

The party continued into the early evening. As the sun started to tip toward the horizon, Chris and Caroline 
packed up their brood and headed home, promising to return later in the week. One by one, the rest of their 


guests departed, until only Ginny remained. 


"Do you need help cleaning up, boys?" Dave and Taylor jumped as she came up behind them. She laughed. 
‘Sorry, didn't mean to scare you." 


Dave embraced her. "Nah, | think we got this. Thanks, ma" She nodded and turned to Taylor. 


"Congratulations again, Tay. Those kids are lucky to have you. So are my grandkids, for that matter." Taylor 


wrapped his arms around her, too. 
lm the lucky one, Ginny. Thank you.. for everything.” 


RRR 


Dave threw the last beer can in the recycling bin just as the sliding doors to the family room parted and 
Taylor stepped out. 


"They're beat! 

"Good. Are they in there?" Dave nodded toward the family room. 
"Yea. lce Age's on They're all on the couch, watching. 

Dave shook his head. "Thank God for television, man" 


A smile tugged at the corners of Tay's lips. He walked over and gently pried Dave's hands off of the recycling 


bin handle. "C'me here a sec." 


He led them to edge of the pool. For reasons Dave still hadn't figured out, that was the best spot for watching 
the sunset. The hedge of trees that lined the yard was just far enough, and the horizon seemed just a bit 
closer. The setting sun had painted the sky a gorgeous palette of red, orange and blue. As it slowly rolled away 


for the night, Dave wrapped his arms around Taylor's waist, resting his head on the drummer's shoulder. Tay 
leaned into his chest, his palm finding Dave's cheek. Dave sighed contentedly. Drummer calluses. Guitarist 


calluses. Home. 
~Fin 


A note from the author: When | started writing When Evening Falls, | had planned on a 5-7 chapter story. Goes 
without say that this plan went out the window pretty quick Now, though, its time to give these boys a break, at 
least for a while. Thank you all so much for bearing with me and for all your support - it really means the world 


